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The Girl and the Detective^ 



CHAPTER I. 

THE MURDER. 

Word had readied the office of the New York Wire 
that Lord Valmont, Special Representative of the 
British Government to the United States, hd,d been 
recalled, and all the resources of the newspaper were 
•called into requisition to make the story a sensation. 

"Melrqy," said Managing Editor Judson to his as- 
sistant, ''this Valmont affair is worthy of a spread 
head on the front page. What do t^ou think about 
it?'' 

"Is Lord Valmont of sufficient importance?'' queried 
Melrpy. 

"Yes. He was sent here on a secret mission. We 
have discovered that it was to contract with Richari} 
P. Tracy, the ironmaster of New Jersey, for a large 
supply of war materials to be shipped to some un- 
known port in the Mediterranean. Indications point 
to preparations on the part of Grieat Britain for a war 
writh Turkey. Our Washington correspondent tele- 
:graphs us that the Diplomatic Corps at the Capitol 
are of the same opinion." 

"It certainly looks that way," said Melroy. "Wall 
Street is greatly disturbed over the rumor." 

Judson tilted back his chair and looked inquiri«gly; 
at the celling. 

"The question is," he returned, "why has Lord Val- 
mont been recalled so suddenly?" 

"That is up to Tanner," answered Melroy. "He is 
out on the story and, if any reporter in !Nfew York^caa 
get at the bottom of a mystery, Tanner is the man." 

5 J 
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"You are right/^ said his chief. "I have never 
^ known him to fall down on a story yet. At what time 
' did he go out on this assignment?'^ 

"About one. I heard him say he was going to see 
Tracy, the ironmaster, first, and then catch the 3,10 
train for Oakdale, Long Island." 

"Why should he go-to Oakdale?'' 

"Because he learned that Lord Valmont intends to 
spend the night there at his wife's summer residence,. 
'Forest Home/ You know Lord Valmont sails for 
Liverpool to-morrow morning." 

Judson turned to Miss McPherson, the head tele- 
graph operator of the oflBce, and inquired: 

"Has Tanner sent anything from Oakdale yet?'' 

"Nothing," was the laconic reply. 

The managing editor frowned. 

"Strange!" he muttered. "He knows we are hold- 
ing the first page for that story. Everything about 
Lord Valmont is of importance just now, and we can't 
afford to let the other papers beat us out." 

He arose and walked briskly to the desk of the 
society editor. 

"Miss Tower," he said, "I want you to write some- 
thing crisp and gossipy about Lady Valmont." 

"On what lines, Mr. Judson?" 

"Oh — er — who she was before her marriage. You 
know the sort of thing that goes best with our readers. 
If Tanner don't show up we've got to pad out a story 
somehow. I'm not going to take a back seat just on 
his account." 

Miss Tower looked up at him with a reassuring 
smile. 

"I know what you want,'* she said. "A bright little 
personal sketch of the Virginia beauty coming to New 
York and falling in love with the English nobleman 
at first sight. Then the sensation she created at the 
Court of St. James, and her first visit to her native 
country since her wedding. How she spent her last 
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€aj in America at ^Forest Home/ in Oakdale, and — . 
let me see — I might give spice to the story by adding 
that she was formerly engaged to Richard Tracy." 

"What's that?"* cried Judson, with a start. 

''1 say she was engaged to Richard Tracy, the iron- 
master, before her marriage to Lord Valmont." 

"That's queer," muttered Judson, half audibly. 
"Richard Tracy is the man with -whom Lord Valmont 
made, the big contracts for his goyernment." 

While he was meditating on this new phase of the 
affair, Carhart, the police reporter, entered the office 
excitedly and approached him. 

"Mp. Judson," heJjegan, "I've been at police head- 
quarters too long not to know a big story when 1 
scent one." 

"I'm not questioning your nose for news," broke in 
his chief, impatiently. ."Get to the point." 

"Well, a big thing is on tap at headquarters," ex- 
plained Carhart. "Detective Haggerty, the shrewdest 
man in the department, has b'een assigned to the 
case." 

"Haggerty?" 

"That's the man." 

The managing editor reflected for a moment and 
then said: 

"You are right If Haggerty has been put upon the 
case, it must be of importance. But where are we to 
look for the story? that is the question. Where?" 

Miss McPherson approached him with a telegrairi. 

'' Associated Press report," she said. "I wonder if it 
♦ can be true." 
' Judson took the telegram and read the following: 

"* "Lord R. P. Valmont, special diplomatic agent of 
Great Britain, found in the library of his wife's sum- 
mer residence, *Forest Home,' Oakdale, Long Island, 
dead, with two bullets in his breast. Washington 
aroused. No other details obtainable." 
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Jndsdn was transformed instantly into a general 
commanding his forces. 

^^Now, boys/^ he shouted to the reporters, "this i» 
\ to be a battle of wits, money and energy, against 
'time. We are in the game to win, and, it we don't beat 
>the rest of the New York papers, somebody will have 
;to suffer for it." 

At the managing editor's words a rush of excite- 
ment seized the office. 

The lines of typewriters upon the electric lighted 
desks ceased their clicking as swarms of reporters, 
some in shirt sleeves, some with green shades over 
their eyes, some still overcdated for the street^ 
crowded around him. 

Judson shouted his directions in an authoritative 
voice to the foreman of the composing room to hold 
back the first page for the great story, and to the 
manager of the art department to prepare pictures and 
detail artists and photographers to make ready to 
start for Oakdale at a moment's notice. He dispatched 
reporters on a variety of assignments, one tc -procure 
a sectional map of Long Island, another to look up the 
trains, a third to headquarters to force the latest news 
from the reluctant police. 

In every newspaper office in town the same frantic 
excitement prevailed. Telegraph -instruments tipked 
and telephone booths were filled with perspiring men 
besieging the little central office at Oakdale; for the 
one weekly paper in the place did not answer, as the 
editor was in bed. 

Meanwhile, the New York Wire had succeeded in 
calling up an orphan asylum three miles from "Forest ' 
Home."; but, on inquiring regarding the murder, were 
met with counter inquiries concerning the wherea- 
bouts of a girl orphan who had escaped from the asy- 
lum that night. 

Judson replied with curses, at which the asylum 
iMKgnantly rang off. 
. Ifor was the excitement confined to New York* 
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In Washington, the British Minister's house sud- 
denly flamed bright with electricity, and, though re- 
porters were denied the door, young secretaries Ironi 
other embassies were freely admitted. These returned* 
to the embassies to translate into cipher code mes- 
sages to be cabled to their governments. 

All this while, Judson, frantic and steaming with 
perspiration, was dashing from telephone booth to^ 
telegraph instrument, urging the employment of every 
device known to his craft to reach "Forest Home." 
Time was flying and the foreman of the press room- 
was shouting up the speaking tube that the forms, 
must close in order to get out the edition for suburban- 
towns. 

Suddenly the assistant city editor had an inspira- 
tion. 

"Mr, Judson," he cried, catching his chief by the-; 
arm, "we have forgotten about Tanner." 

Judson's eyes flashed with joy. 

"ifou are right!'' he exclaimed. "Tanner is now oa 
Jus way back from Oakdale. He has been on the sf)ot. 
He's got the complete story and we've beaten every 
newspaper in New York City." 

At that instant the elevator bell rang three times^ 

"That's Tanner now," shouted Judson, ecstatically* 
"I know bis ring." - 

While these words were issuing from his lips the 
rumble of the elevator was heard, and a moment later 
the perforated iron door of the shaft grew bright from 
its ascending lights. 

The next instant the door rolled back and Tanner 
stepped forth into the city room. 

Henry Tanner — the star reporter of the New York. 
Wire— was a tall, slender young man of about twenty- 
five, with clear-cut features, keen blue eyes and brown 
hair that curled in graceful waves from a broad,, 
smooth forehead. His brow betokened intellect, hia 
firm mouth courage and resolution; yet when he smiled 
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his coiintenanoe was illumined with an expresaion of 
singular gentleness and good humor. 

As he entered the city room all eyes were tanie4 / 
upon him. i 

"Well, Tanner," inquired Judson, hopefully, "back » 
from Oakdale?" 
; "Yes, sir," was the reply. 

^'I suppose you got the story?" : 

"Yes, sir. I mad^ the copy while returning on the 
train." 

While speaking Tanner entered the railing and ap* 
preached the desk of his chief. ' 

"Good boy!" exclaimed Judson, delightedly. "Now f 
we can go right ahead. Let me see what you've got." ; 

The young man drew a bundle of mahuscript from | 
his pocket and laid it before him. 

"It did not pan out as well as I hoped it would," 
he remarked, apologetically. "Lord Valmont was en- j 
gaged and gave me only five minutes of his time."- * 

Judson glaced at the manuscript and started to his 
feet. 

"Why, this is only an interview," he cried. "Where : 
Is the story ?>' i 

"What story, sir?" inquired Tanner. 

"The big storyr-the murder of Valmont — the thing 
that every daily in New York is trying to get out." s 

The young man looked at him in amazement. t 

"I don't understand you, sir," he said. ' * 

"Why, don't you know that Lord Valmont is dead - 
— ^murdered?" 

"No, sir." J 

It would be impossible to describe the disgust with 
which the managing editor received this answer. His , 
hopes of beating all his rivals had been raised to a - 
high pitch by Tanner's sudden appearance in the of I 
fice, and to have them dashed in this unlooked for man- ,■ 
ner was more than he could bear. * 

He paced the room excitedly, swearing under his 
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1)Featli, and then paused in front of the^reporter and 
blurted out: *^ 

"A fine reporter you are to be on the scene and lose 
the story. What time did you leave Oakdale?'' * 

"At 8.35, sir," 

"So early? Damme, why didn't you wait?" 

At this Tanner smiled. 

"Perhaps, if Lord Valmont told me he was to be 
murdered, I would have waited," he said. 

And with that he hung up his hat, sat down at the 
reporters' table and lit a cigarette. 

Of what was he thinking as he puffed wreaths of 
fimoke into the air? 

"Was he humiliated by the rebuke he had received? 
* II so his countenance did not betray it; for its ex- 
pression was as impenetrable as that of the Sphinx. 

Meanwhile Judson was flying hither and thither, 
giving new orders to his staff. The bells in the tele- 
phone booths were kept ringing incessantly, remote 
telegraph stations were called up, and every corre- 
spondent of the paper living within twenty miles of 
Oakdale was set to work on the story. 

At last, when all these means had failed, Judson lit 
a black cigar, puffed at it viciously, and walking 
fiercely to Melroy's desk, remarked with an oath: 

"It's no use, Melroy. We're beaten to a standstill.'- 

"Beaten? Not on your life, Mr. Judson! Look at 
thiS) direct from Oakdale," cried Miss McPherson, as 
she ran up, waving a telegram. 

Jitdson grabbed it and read the following: 

' "Do you want full story of Lord Valmont's mur- 
^4%T? Answer quick." 

"Want it?" he cried excitedly. "Yes, even if it 
josts us fifty dollars a word." 

Miss McPherson hurried back to her instrument and 
ticked off this reply, while reporters and editom 
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crowded around Judson, clamoring to know who had 
Bigned the message. 

"It is signed L. T.,'^ he said, in puzzled tones. "But 
^7ho in perdition is L. T.?" 

"Must be a reporter," answered Melroy, "or the 
sender would not have used the word *story/" , 

"I'll bet it's Taylor, of the Globe," put in a copy- 
reader. "-He was fired last week." « 

"Can't be, Taylor. I saw him Qye minutes ago on 
the street,'^ volunteered a reporter. "Perhaps it'» 
Tangier, the free lance." 

"He left for Europe on Saturday for Collier's," re- 
marked Judson. "It is more likely ^Lucky Tom' Smith,, 
only I don't believe he'd throw his own paper down, 
like that. Well," he went on, "whoever it is, I'll 
wager it is some big star reporter; for no one could 
manage to get through on a busy wire unless he knew 
bis business." 

"The story's coming in!" cried Miss McPherson. 

At this Judson began to issue further commands. 

"Tanner," he said, "you are the man to handle the 
main facts. Carhart, you will look after the police 
side of the story. The emotional side will natumlly 
fall to the lot of Miss Tower." 

"The story is looping in on No. 3 wire from Great 
Biver," cried Miss McPherson. "Jt's coming in chunks. 
Can't get it in logical order until the whole conaes^ 
through. Hello! ,She's coming in now from Islip. I'll 
have to have another operator at the keys, Mr., Jud- 
son*" 

Scarcely had the managing editor complied with j 
this request, when Miss McPherson blurted out again: J 

"L. T. story looping in on No. 4 wire from Bay 
Shore." 

"Thompson," commanded Judson, "you take that 
loessage." 

The man addressed hurried to the instrument; but^ 
before he had fairly settled himself to work, Miss Mc- 
Pherson electrified the office by announcing that ne 
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more newa would be received over the wires that 
Bight, as the United States Government had taken 
control of the telegraph lines. 

Th^ consternation produced by this intelligence was 
of short duration, however; for the ubiquitous L. T., 
finding that it wai«» no longer possible to telfegraph, 
sent word by telephone that the story yrould be 
brought to the office in an automobile by L. T. in per- 
' son. 

"But it will arrive too late for use," groaned Jud- 
son. 

"No/' replied the girl who had received the mes- 
sage. "L. T. states that the auto is a racing machine 
and will make the run to Park Bow in tw^t^y-flve 
minuteei.'' 
^ Half an hour passed by and the foreman of the 
press room was clamoring to have the paper sent ta 
press, when L. T, put in an appearance. 

But no one in the city room recognized the fact. 

A little tousled girl, attired in the striped uniform 
of an o^han and covered with mud from head to 
foot, stepped out of the elevator and leaned t-imidly 
across the iron railing. ' 

"I want to see the editor,*' she said shyly. 

"You can't see him. He's busy," sneered the door 
boy. 

"But I must," she insisted, "It'is important." 

At this the boy laughed uproariously. 

"What are you laughing at, boy?" inquired Jmdson.^ 

"This," replied the boy, pointing scornfully at the 
little ragged girl. 
^ Judson approached the railing. 
^ "Who are you, little girl?" he asked. 

"I'm L. T., sir," she replied, quietly. 

At this reply, delivered in shy, hesitating tones, a 
[roar of laughter shook the office. 
|. **Whatr* cried Judson, in astonishment, "you are 
L.T.T" 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



14 THE GIRL AND THE DETECTIVE 

The little girl nodded her head in the affirmative 
and answered: 

"I know I don't look de part Tain't my fault if my 
clothes are all ragged and torn. I ain't got no mother, 
nor father, nor nothin'. I'm just an orphan, and if 
you don't want to hear what I come all de way from 
Oakdale to tell you, why, I guess I can go.'* 

She turned and started for the elevator, but Judson 
called her back. 

"Hold on!" he said. "If you really are L. T., of 
course we want to hear it." 

While speaking he' opened the gate and admitted her 
to the office. 

"Do you mean to tell me," he continued, "that you 
fire the L. T. who has been sending in this Valnront 
story from Oakdale, Great Siver, Islip and Bay 
Shore?" 

"Yes, sir, I am — me and Fritz." 

And she jpointed to the bench by the elevator door 
on which a mud-bedraggled chauffeur was sitting. 

"The same L. T. that telephoned from Woodland 
Junction?" inquired Judson. 

"Yes, sir; but if you don't believe me, I guess I'd 
better go." 

And , again she started for the elevator. 

"I believe you, all right," said Judson. "But it 
you've come all the way from Oakdale, you must have 
broken all records." 

"Oh, that ain't all we broke," answered L. T. with 
a grin. 

"No? What else?" 

"Three buggies and four fences. Every time we 
struck a hill we got a loop de loop sensation free of 
charge. You can bet our benzine buggy went some. 
When you opened your mouth to take a breath, you 
thought all out-doors was tryin' to do a Coney Island 
boat rush down your windpipe." 

At her picturesque way of putting things, Judson 
could not help laughing. s 
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''Well, we want every word of your story," he said. 

**Yoti do?" she asked eagerly. 

"Yes, and we want you also," said Judson. "You're 
the greatest thing that ever happened in the Wire's 
city room." 

L. T; looked up at him doubtfully and said: 

"And if I tell you all about how Lord Valmont quit 
de earth, you^ll promise not to send me back to de or- 
phan asylum?" 

- "Why do you make that request?" inquired Jud- 
BOn. 

"Because I don't want to go back there," returned 
the child, passionately. "I ran away. I don't want 
to live on charity no more. Honest, sir, I can make^ 
my own living if you won't send me back."^>^ ^ 

Judson patted her on the shoiiUieY^feaksuringly. 

"Make your own livin^^ be said. "Why, pl-xourse 
you can. You'lK-make the best reporter Ithat ever 
turned out coj^' 

"You'm^l right," she said. "Shake!" 

As iif^on took the grimy little hand in his a shiver 
ran ifirough his frame. ^ 

",Why, your hands are like ice!" he exclaimed. "You 
arl thinly clad and must feel almost frozen to death*. 
Here, put on my greatcoat." 

/ And, snatching his overcoat from the peg back of 
his desk, he wrapped it round the little figure with 
fatherly gentleness. 

"It fits me kinder quick, don't it?" remarked the 
child, looking up at him with a grateful smile. "Da 
you mind going in after my hands?" 

Judson pulled her hands out of the long sleeves and^ 
placed her on a desk in view of all. 

"Now we'll hear your story," he said. "The presses 
are waiting and we are in a hurry." 

Thus urged the child told the following remarkable 
story to the reporters and editors who crowded around 
her, note books in hand, to prepare a sensational ao- 
count of the tragedy at Oakdale. 
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s tykie's stobt. 

•' she began^ "there lived a little 
in New York and tried to make 
jrself. Do you know t^Iio that 

iquired Judson. 

_Qhild, with a bright smile. 

I atjrnrt>J5u," returned Judson. 

i: "-._ 

little girl had no^^f^l name— 
— UQ hpme — she wasn'H^t make 
k off the streets and sent>to bo 
rlum at Oakdale, Long Island. 

BP. ■ 

nt on, "this little girl told Ihe 
asylum to dry up and bust. Tn^ 
ad at this and licked her. But 
going to allow no big bully of a^ 
he waited \jntil to-night and ran \ 
guess that's the end of the sec- 

& story!'' exclaimed Judson, im- \ 

I'm glvin' you," answered the 
! Where was I? Oh, yes! Iran 
ind as dark as pitch. Say, was 
ods on a dark night? Well, you 
dark it is apd how big the treea 
iwf ul scary. Well, my way le* 
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through a woods like that, and every minute I thought 
a bear, or wolf, or some other wild beast would spring 
on me and eat me up«" 

She paused and Judson looked at his colaborers in^ 
despair. 

"She's a terrible proposition, isn't she?" he groaned. 

The child heard him and was offended. 

"If you don't like my story, I'll quit telling it," she 
said. 

"No, no, go on! Go on!" he urged. 

"Well, I didn't get eaten up," resumed the child. 
"I passed through the dark woods and out of it and 
came to a road. I walked and walked and walked 
along this road until at last I came to a big house. It 
stood in the middle of a beautiful garden. I knew that 
it belonged to Lady Valmont because us orphans had 
often been took to walk that way by the superintend- 
ent." 

"The Valmont house. Good! Now we are coming 
to the story," muttered Judson. 

"There was no lights in the house, except one in the 
hall," went on the girl. "The folks must all be away, 
I thought. And, as it was beginning to rain, I entered 
the grounds and crawled under the porch to keep dry. 
I waited there about half an hour when I seen a man 
coming up the walk. I guess it was the butler, for he 
seemed'to know the place. He passed me, unlocked the 
front door and went in. Then all was quiet for a 
time. 

"All at once a light was lit in the room to the right 
of the hall, and I heard voices talking together. It 
sounded like two people quarreiin'. I couldn't hear 
what was said as the windows were closed. But, sud- 
denly, I heard a guy cry out 'Master! Master! Dead! 
Dead! Murder! Murder!' just like that. And yaii 
bet I started to beat it.'' 

"Boys, take her story from this point," commanded 
Judson. 
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The reporters obeyed, and the scratching of fonntain 
•pens OH paper became incessaiit. 

"As 1 got back into the road/' continued the child^ 
*^I saw an automobile coming down the road. So I got 
in front of it and waved for it to stop. The guy that 
was runnin' it blew his horn for me to let him pass; 
bat I wouldn't get put of his way, so he had to stop. <. 
He was awf uJ mad at firsts but when I explained how 
matters stood he calmed down and took me in. We 
made straight for the nearest police station and woke 
up the chief. When he heard my story he got busy. 

"Him and a couple of other cops got into the auto,. 
• and we started back to ^Forest Home.' We found the 
place topsy-turvy with excitement. In the big hall 
was a crowd of meanuals— that's the word — ^meanuals, 
scared almost to death and crying fit to choke. The 
chief asked them what was the matter, and they told 
him that their master, Lord Valmont, had been mur- 
dered. 

"Then they led us into the big room where I had. 
heard the persons quarreling and pointed to a figure 
sitting in an armchair beside a table. It was Lord 
Valmont. He looked awful nice, only he was dead^ 
with two bullet holes in his breast." 

"Describe the room so that our artists can make a 
picture of it," suggested Judson. 

"Well, it was a big, square room, with pictures . 
hanging on the walls and shelves full of books all 
along the sides. There were a lot of Dago plaster 
of Paris figures scattered about^ rugs on the floor and 
some dingle-dangles in a glass cupboard in a corner, 
and I guess that is about all." I 

' "Make a picture from that description for the front 
page," said Judson to the artist who stood near taking 
notes. 

Then he requested the story-teller to proceed. 

"While the chief was examining th^dead man," re- 
donred the girl,^ "Lady Valmont came into the room^ 
and stood there staring. d9wn: upon her murdered hug- 
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ban4 with her big blue eyes just chock full of tears 
-and agony. It was awful to hear her saying over and 
over again: ^Dick! My Dick, dead! Dead! Deadf 
And then she knelt beside his body and sobbed like a 
little girl who has broken her 4oll. She oouldn't »aj 
anything more and then she fainted away." 
' At this Tanner — who had been listening to the ram- 
bling narrative with a face a^4?ale as death — ^nttered 
an agonized groan. 

*^What is the matter, Tanner?" inquired his €hief. 

"Nothing, sir," replied Tanner, faintly. ^ 

"Then why don't you go to work upon the story ?^ 

"I can't da it, Mr. Judson — I can't do it!" gasped 
the young man, huskily. "My nerves have gone back 
on me. I just can't writ€ this story." 

"Oh, hell!" exclaimed Judson, in disgust. Thee, 
turning to Melroy, he added: "Here, Melroy, you write 
the story." 

"All right, sir," responded his assistant, delighted to 
be assigned to Tanner's task. 

"My child,'? said Judson, turning once more to the 
girl, "you have not told us yet who fired the fatal 
shots." ^ 

"That is just what nobody knows," was the reply. 

"When did it happen?" asked Judson. 

"I don't know. You see the front door was locked 
at the time, bui: one of the-windows was open. The 
chief and me hunted outside with a lantern for foot- 
prints; but there weren't any." 

"Cotild the assassin have been one of the servants?" 
' "No, sir." 

"Why not?" 

"Because they were all out in the barn dancing nu-. 
til 9.30." 

"Who was the first to discover the crime?" 

"The •oachman." 

"Ah!" 

"He had gone down to the station for Lady Val- 
mont, who had been shopping in the city. He said he 
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thought somebody got into the carriage with her at 
the station; but he wasn't sure^ as no one got out with 
her at the house. He had locked the stable for the 
night and was passing the house when he remembered 
that he had something to say to Lord Valmont before 
f retiring and went into the library to see him. And he 
found him stiff and dead in the armohair just as we 
found him later." 

"Did any one hear the shots fired?'^ 

"7^8 one." 

"What did Lady Valmont have to say?" 

"She didn't say nothing until after she came out of 
her fainting spell." 

"And then?" ' 

"She said she had retired to her room that evening, 
supposing that her husband was busy in the library." 

"Was there anything missing?" 

"Was there anything missing?" echoed the girl. 
"Well, I should say there was. The safe open, all the 
furniture knocked about, one of the Dago figures 
smashed. The place looked like a rough-house. All 
the Valmont jewels gone and half a million dollars' 
worth of British Government bonds." 

"Anybody suspected?" 

"Nobody." 

"Great guns!" exclaimed Judson, in amazement. 
"No wonder that Haggerty has been put upon the 
case with Stevenson and Willis of the Secret Service. 
Got anything more to tell us, little one?" 

"Nope! Say, will one of you fellers lend nie five 
cents? Fm awfully hungry. Honest I am." 

The reporters crowded around her offering money; 
but Judson waved them away. 

"Keep your'money, boys," he said. "I'll look after 
this girl just as soon as the paper goes to press, and 
you can bet that I'll treat her royally." 

Relieved from duty, Henry Tanner sat down beside 
a window, opened it and looked out. His mind was ia 
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s whirl, and even the night breeze failed to cool his 
ievered brow. 

Presently the young girl approached and tapped 
Mm on the shoulder. 

' "You ain't mad because I told, are you?'' she asked, 
timidly. 
^ He turned to her with a start and answered: 

''Why should I be?" 

^•I don't know," she said. "Only I thought you 
might be. You don't remember me, do you?'' 

"I can't say that I do,'> was the laconic reply. 

The girl lowered her voice and resumed : 

"Do you remember one night, three years ago, when 
you found a little newsgirl, half frozen to death, hud- 
dled, up in a doorway on Park Row? It was snowing 
and she had crept in there for^shelter.'^ 

"I believe I did do something like that once,^' said 
Tanner, j 

"Well, that little newsgirl was me.'^ 

The yoimg man looked at her incredulously. 

"You don't mean that you are ^Little Tykie' of Parfc 
Bow?" he cried. 

"Yes, that's th« only name I ever had— Just 'Little 
Tykie.' " 

"But how you have grown since then. You are al- 
most a woman now." 

"I'm quite a woman. I'm past sixteen, you. know." 
'^ She drew herself up proudly and humbled him with 
jt glance. . 

"I've got something to tell you," she went on. 

"I am listening." 
i "I never paid you back that five dollars, did I?" . 
^ "No." 

"Well, I did better than that to-night. I lied for, 
jron." 

"You mean ** 

"Tkat you left the Valmont house after the murdetr 
was eraimitted.'' 
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"My God!" gasped Tanner, and sank back Ih biff 
chair, limp and trembling. 
4 "I saw the light go out in the library," continued the 
girL "Then I heard you come out of the front door. 
You struck a match to look at your watch," 
.J "Go on!" moaned Tanner. 

"Then you heard the butler come up the road and 
you hid in the bushes until he went in. Then you cut 
across the road for the woods. Ain't that so?" 

"Yes." 

"Why did you do it?" 

"I can't tell you." 

"You didn't do anything wrong, did you?" 

"No, little one, I did nothing wrong." 

"Honor bright and shine?" ^ 

"Yes, honor bright and shine." 

"Well, then, that settles it. I believe you," said 
Little Tykie, with a sigh of relief. 

"You don't know what you have done for me," said 
Tanner, after a pause. "Perhaps, some day I can tell 
you. But why didn't you tell them the truth?" 

The girl regarded him with a quizzical smile. 

"Had to pay back that five dollars somehow," she 
answered. "I have been wondering about you ever 
since you gave it to me." 

"Wondering about me?" 

"Yes. When a guy gives up to a poor little waif 
like me it's a matter of wonder, isn't it?" 

"I never thought about it." 

"Well, I did. I often thought if ever I can do that 
man a good turn, I'll jump at the chance. And it came 
to-night." 

"It certainly did." 

At that instant a waiter arrived from a near-by res- 
taurant with a dinner that Judson had ordered for 
Little Tykie, and their conversation came to an end. 
But not before Tanner had exacted a promise from the 
girl to meet him the next day and r^new their ac* 
quaintanceship. 
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it was not alone gratitude that prompted him to 
this; there was something in the young girl that fas- 
cinated him. 

Pretty she could hardly be called; but there was a 
bright intelligence in her face that was better and 
more satisfying than mere prettiness. 
\ . And then she was as graceful as a sylph. 

It showed itself in ev^ry gesture — every movement. 
With the addition of tinsel and wings she could easily 
iave played the part of a fairy in a pantomime. 

He watched her with growing interest while she 
•devoured the meal set before her. She ate vora- 
ciously; for she was half famished, and yet there was 
nothing vulgar or coarse in her ravenous appetite. 
It ^as simply the healthy appetite of a hungry child. 

While Tanner was studying the girl, a reporter, who 
was leaning out of the window next to him, called 
out: 

"Mr. ^udson, who do you suppose passed into the 
3)uilding just now?" 

"Who?'' inquired Judson. 
• "Why, Haggerty, of the Central Office.*' 

"Looking for points on the Valmont case, I pre- 
sume," remarked Judson. "Well, if he wants any tips 
irom us, he'll have to wait until the paper leaves the 
presses;" 

A few minutes later the door of the elevator opeHed 
and Detective Haggerty stepped forth. 
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GHAPTEB III. 

HAGGERTY. 

Detective-Sergeant Haggerty was a short, thick-set 
man, with iron-gray hair, a smooth face and keen Wne 
eyes that glittered like steel points. He was about 
forty years of age, and possessed an extraordinary 
amount of experience in the tracking down of crim- 
inals. • 

Born in Ireland of poor parents and with but little 
prospect of making his way in the old country, he had 
emigrated to America, in his twenty-second year, and 
entered the police service of New York City. Pull 
of courage and naturally shrewd, he soon attracted 
the notice of his superiors. He rose quickly through 
the grades of roundsman, wardman and sergeant, and 
finally was assigned to detective work in the Central 
Office. 

In this capacity he acquired a great reputation. 

BoM, even to rashness, with a perfect acquaintance 
with the slums of the city, he quickly brought crimi- 
nals to justice, until at last he became the terror of 
evil-doers who, at the first intimation that he was 
working on a case, invariably 8C€|,ttered and fled to 
other towns. 

As he stepped into the city room of the Wire, Mr. 
Judson arose and greeted him cordially. 

"How are you, Haggerty?'^ he said. "What can I 
do for you?" 

Without paying the least heed to^his salutation^ the 
detective remarked casually: 
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"You have made a false statement in your murder 
fitory.*' ^ 

'*What false statement?" inquired Judson. 
. "You state tlrat Lord Valmont was killed at 9.30. 
1 The truth is he died some two hours prior to that 
^ time." 

; t The managing editor looked at him curiously and 
; asked: 

"How do you know that we make such a state- 
- ment?" 

.^ "I met a copy boy going to the press room with 
r proof 9 and read it/' answered Ha^erty. "By the 
i way," he continued, "I believe one of your reporters 
had an interview with Lord Valmont just before his 
: death." 
\ , "It is true." 
I "May I ask him a few questions?" 

"Certainly," returned Judson, ''although he left 
Oakdale before the crime was committed and knows 
^nothing about it." 

"I don't want to question him about that," said tht 
detective. '<eall him, if you please!" 

Accordingly Tanner was called, and Haggerty pro- 
ceeded to question him as follows: 

*-'You interviewed Lord Valmont yesterSay after- 
noon?" 
-•Yes, sin" 
''In what regard?" 

^Piplomatic affairs and the reason he was recalled 
by his Government." 
i "At what time did this occur?" 

'^About 4.30 or 5 o'clock." 
\ ^You came back to the city, I presume, about 7 or 
8 o^dook, and so lost the opportunity for the big 
story?" 
^Y^s, sir,^' 
^Are yon sure?" 

Before Itoner could repeat his answer^ Little Tykie 
Ibroke in. 
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"I'm the main gazabo in that affair," she cried. 
•'Why don't you question me?" 

"Oh, I Icnow all about you,'' said the detective with 
a smile. "You have been in charge of one of my men 
for some time past." 

• "In charge of one of your men?" gasped the girj. 
"Yes," answered Haggerty. "I think you will see 

him sitting yonder." 

And he pointed to the chauffeur who was coolly 
smoking near the elevator. 

"Why that is Fritz," cried the girl. 

"Fritz, or Westcott, it is all the same," laughed Hag- 
gerty. 

And he beckoned the chauffeur to approach. 

"Westcott," he said, as the man stood at attention 
and saluted, "I got your wire from Woodhaven Junc- 
tioa. You did right. Report at once to headquarters 
and meet me in half an hour at the Hotel Aster." 

"Anything further, Mr. Haggerty?" 

"Yes. Tell the inspector I\e will not hear from me 
for three days. You will not see a bed for forty-eight 
hours." 

"Is that all, sir?" 

• "That is all." 

When Westcott had taken his departure, Little 
Tykie stroked her chin thoughtfully and exclaimed: 

"Well, wouldn't that jar you!" 

Haggerty regarded her with a whimsical smile. 

'"^Nothing in my line should astonish any one,** he 
said. "Xhat man left headquarters in his racing ma- 
chine for Oakdale just six minutes after I wai^put On 
this job." Then, turning to Tanner, he added^v^ "I 
suppose you will remain in the city, Mr. Tanner?" 

"Such are my present intentions," was the reply. 

"I thought so," said the detective. "By the way, 
Mr. Judson,. you shouldn't teach your men to be such 
bad liars," he added, addressing the managing editor, i 

"Bad liars?" queried Judson. "What do J^n.\ 
nean?** 
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^4 mean that Mr. Tanner did not leave Oakdale be- 
tween 7 and 8 o'clock, as he reported.'* 

"How do yon know that?*^ 

"Because he was the man who sent the news of the 
robbery to headquarters from Oakdale at exactly 10 
P. M." 

And with that parting shot, Haggerty entered the 
elevator and descended to the street. 

"You heard what Haggerty said, Tanner," remarked 
iTudson, sternly. "What have you to say?" 

"Nothing," replied the young man, doggedly. 

"You mean that what he says about yoii is the 
truth?" 

"It is.** 

"And you were in Oakdale after the murder of Lord 
Yalmont was known?" 

"Yes." 

"Then you sold us out!" shouted Judson, white with 
rage. "You have sold th^ story to some pther paper — 
that is what youVe don^, curse you!" 

Attracted by his excited tones,, the reporters and 
editors crowded around with eager faces, and Melroy 
exclaimed angrily: 

"He's a sneak^-a coward — a liar!" 

"Sneak! Coward! Liar!" chimed in a dozen voices. 

"Wait, boys! Give him a chance," cried Judson, 
holding up his hand. Then, addressing Tanner: 
"You've been with us three years," he said, "and in 
all that time I have never known you to do a mean 
or dishonorable act*' Tell me the truth." 

"I have nothing to say," responded Tanner. 

At this a reporter, named E^ley, sprang forward 
and shook his fist under the young man's nose. . 

"You're a mean^ contemptible blackguard!'/ he 
'Shouted. 

For a moment Tanner lost control of himself and, 
•quick as a flash, struck the fellow who had insulted 
liim across the cheek with his open palm.. 

He reeled back, stunned by the blow. 
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At the same instant, Judson seized Tanner by the 
collar and wheeled him aronnd so that he faoed the 
elevator. 

"Tanner," he commanded, "leave this office at oncCr 
■> You are discharged from the paper," 

The young man looked at him beseechingly. 

"Are those your orders, Mr. Judson?" he asked, sor- 
rowfully, 

"They are." 

"Very well, sir." 

He started to leave the room; but, ere he reached 
the elevator, Little T^kie sprang to his side, crying: 

"Wait a moment!" * 

Then she boldly confronted Judson and his satel- 
lites and denounced them in tones of withering scorn* 

"Shame on you all!" she cried, with flushed cheeks 
and glittering eyes. "You have known him for three 
years; but I have spoken to him only twice in all my 
life. Yet I know that he ain't done nothin' wrong 
nor dishonorable, because it is agin his nature. Mr. 
Tanner," she continued, laying her hand on the young 
man^s arm, "take me with you. I ain't got no father — 
no mother — no nobody. But maybe it will do you good 
to know you've got a friend that believes itif^jou." 

Tears welled up in the young man's eyes.* 

"God bless you, Little Tykie!" he murmured. 

"They say you've sold 'e^m out," went on the girL 
** Why, I know you'd sooner die than do such a thing. 
And let me tell them something at parting. In losing 
you the Wire is losing the dandiest reporter in New 
York. You'll get work on some other paper, and beat 
the Wire day after day. And I'll be there to help you 
do it, you can bet on that." 

Tanner and Little Tykie left the city room together 
and descended in the elevator to the arcade on the 
ground floor of the building. 

There the young man turned to his companion, and 
said: 
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•^Thanks, for your brave defense of me, my little 
girl! Where do you intend to go until daylight?'^ 

"I am going with you," she answered. 

**With me?^^ 

"Yes. I'm not afraid of you. I can trust you.'^ 

"But what will Mrs, O'Hann think?" returned the 
young man, doubtfully. 

"Mrs. O'Hann?^' queried the girl. "Who is she?"^^ 

"My landlady." 

"Have you lived with her long?" 

"About three years." 

"Oh, then she will know you and trust you as 1 
do." 

Tanner reflected for a mement and then said, confi- 
dently: 

"Yes, I believe she will." 

Accordingly, they crossed City Hall Square to the^ 
Park Place station of the elevated railroad and 
boarded a train for uptown. Alighting at 110th 
St^-eet, they proceeded westward for half a block and 
mounted the steps of a brownstone house. Tanner 
opened the door with a latch-key and showed the way 
into a cozy front parlor. He struck a match and lit 
the gas. 

"You can rest here until morning," he said^ pointing 
to a sofa. "Then I will introduce you to Mrs. O'Hann,. 
and we can make some arrangements for your future 
care.". 

"And you will promise not to send me back to the 
asylum?" 

"You need have no fear of that.'' 

With thes^ words Tanner left her and ascended the ? 
stairs to his own apartments on the floor above. Lit- " 
tie Tykie heard the door close behind him, and then, 
utterly exhausted in mind and body, she stretched 
her limbs ui>on the sofa and was soon fast asleep; 

A few hours later she was awakened by a rough, 
shake, and she heard a voice cry out, in harsh, Hiber- 
nian accents: 
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"Git up and tell me who ye are, bad luck to ye!" 

"I don't know,'^ she answered, yawning and rubbing 
her eyes. 

"Ye don't know, ye little vagabond? Ah, phwat 
kind of talk have ye?"" 

"Straight talk," said Little Tykie, rising from the 
ifiofa and looking up into the speaker's face. 

It was a pleasant countenance, strangely at vari- 
ance with the woman's harsh, forbidding voice. It 
gave the girl pourage to proceed. 

"I'm not a little vagabond," she explained, "but an 
honest girl. I came here with one of your tenants — 
Mr. Tanner." 

"Ye came here wid Mr. Tanner, did ye?" 

"Yes, very early this morning, when everybody wa» 
asleep.", 

"A foine time for him to be bringin' strange gurrels 
into me house !'^ exclaimed the woman, indignantly. 
^*If he thinks he can make free in this place, he is mis- 
taken." 

"Oh, he meant ho harm," pleaded the girl. 

"No harm to be bringin' the loikes of you into me 
house to slape on me best furniture? Out he goes, 
bag and baggage, this very day!" 

And, with arms akimbo, the outraged landladj^ be- 
gan to pace the room with angry strides. 

At that moment Tanner entered the parlor. 

"Good-morning, Mrs. O'Hann," he said. "I see you 
have already inade the acquaintance of my little 
friend." 

"Yis, and I am ready to cut the acquaintanceship," 
replied Mrs. O'Hann. "What right have ye to be 
bringin' strange trollops into me house at an hour 
whin all dacent folks are in bed?" 

*'Let me explain," said Tanner. "This young girl is. 
a poor orphan. Bhe has no parents — no home to go to. 
She is a good girl and my friend. We met last night 
ajQd she did me a service I can never forget. I couJ^l 
not let her walk the streets alone; so I brought hec 
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here. I know what a kind, charitable soul you are, and 
-believed you would make room for her among your 
lodgers. I will be responsible for her room rent.^ 

At this the landlady suddenly changed her tone. 

"If it is a lodger ye have brought me, Mr. Tanner, 
the case is different. I ax yer pardon for speaking so 
hastfly just now.'^ * 

"Can you accommodate my little friend?'^ inquired 
Tanner, 

"Shure, thin, I can. The skylight room on the top 
flure has no tenant, and it is large and airy. Maybe 
it might suit the lady." 

On hearing herself referred to as a, lady, Little 
Tykie curtsied awkwardly and replied: 

"I am sure it will, Mrs. O'Hann. How much will 
you charge me a week?'* 

"Two dollars to an orphan," answered the land- 
lady. 

So the agreement was made and Little Tykie became 
a logger in the house. 

Later in the day she visited the oflBce of the Wire to 
receive her pay for the Valmont story. She found a 
check for two hundred dollars awaiting her, and, as. 
this was more money than she believed existed in the 
world, she was nearly wild with joy, 

**'Now I can throw away this horrid gingham thing," 
she said to herself, "and dress like a lady." 

So she had the check turned into money by the 
cashier of the paper, and proceeded uptown to the 
shopping district. 

Now Little Tykie was a real woman, with all a 
woman's love of bargaining. So, in spite of her inex- 
perience, she did not allow herself to be imposed 
upon. 

What a delight it was to the poor little orphan to 
act for once the part of a great lady! She passed from 
store to store and from counter to counter, pricing^ 
and comparing, examining and bargaining, and, when 
she found an article she wanted, purchasing. All that 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



32 THB GIRL AND THJE* DBTBCTIVB. 

afternoon she wandered in a veritable fairyland, and^ 
when evening approached, returned home with sev-/* 
eral pretty dresses and other articles of feminine at-' 
tire. 

Nor did she forget a present for her friend,- Tan- "^ 
^er. 

While passing through the gentlemen's department, 
in Macy's, her eyes h3,d been attracted by a beautiful 
dressing gown of Howered satin. She bought it imme- 
diately, happy in the thought that it would add to tbe 
jonng reporter's comfort. 

She arrived home at five o'clock and, going to her 
room, proceeded to array herself in one of the gowns 
she had purchased. It was a tailor-made creation of 
brown cloth, trimmed with velvet, and fitted her neat 
little figure like a glove. 

While she was admiring it in her looking-glass, a 
isiook sounded on the door, and Tanner's voice in- 
^quired: 

"Are you at home. Little Tykie?'' 

"Yes," she answered. 

"Well, it is time for dinner now. There is a c<»y 
little restaurant around the corner where they serve 
first-class meals. Get ready and come with me.'' 

"In a moment." 

She put on a velvet trimmed hat that matched her 
suit to a shade and threw open the door. 

"Walk in!" she cried. 

When Tanner beheld her in her new dress he was 
^ speechless with astonishment and admiration. 

"Tell me how you like it," she said. 

He could not find words to reply. 

"Isn't it pretty?" 

He nodded his head in assent. 

Little Tykie stamped her foot in vexation. 

"If you stand there staring at me like that," sbe 
said, "I'll not go to dinner with you. Speak! For good- ^ 
ness' sake, say something!" . ' 

"You look beautiful," he gasped. 
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"Do 1?^' she returned, sweetly. "Well, that answer 
is worth waiting for." 

"Where did you get it?'' he asked. 

"At Maey's. I bought it with the money I made 
on the Valmont story. Mr. Judson paid me two hun- 
dred dollars for that beat. I spent eighty dollars on 
myself and twenty on you. The rest you can put in 
] bank for me.'' 

"You spent twenty dollars on me?" 

"Yes, for this," she answered. 

And, going to her closet, she brought forth the flow- 
ered dressing robe and handed it to him. 

"How do you like it?" she inquired anxiously. 

"It is magnificent!" he exclaimed with enthusiasm. 
""It was very kind of you to think of me; but I must 
insist that you save your money after this." 

"Oh, I'll save it all right," she replied. "I wanted 
to know for once in my life how it feels to be rich. 
Well, now I'm satisfied. But say," she added, with a 
pout, "there is one thing you haven't noticed." 

"And what is that?" asked Tanner. 

" WJiy, the length of my new dress! It is four inches 
longer than the old one. Of course you know what 
that means." ^ 

"What does it mean?" 

"That I am no longer a little girl, but a young lady. 
Come, you may escort me to the restaurant where we 
are to dine." 

She took the dressing robe from him and laid it on a 
' chair; then, placing her finger-tips on his arm, she 
started toward the door. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

A LESSON IN MANNERS. 

And now began a new life for the girl. 

She had grown up like a weed. Her habits, manners 
and speech were those of the street child, and Tanner 
set himself the task of correcting them. She rebelled 
at first; but, when she realized that it pleased him to 
have her conduct herself with propriety, she tried to 
follow his instructions. 

He taught her to curb her impulses, to avoid the ase 
of slang and to show a proper respect for her elders. 
When they took their meals together, he instructed 
her in table manners, and, when they walked after- 
wards in the park, he inculcated many precepts on 
morality and etiquette. 

Being naturally bright and receptive, she improved 
rapidly; but there were times when the wildness that 
was born in her burst all artificial restraints. Then 
she would give free rein to her extravagances and 
shock him with her utter disregard of the conventions. 
1 One morning, as he was writing in his study, Tattle 
vTykie came rushing into the apartment unannounced^ 

"Say, what do you think?" she cried. 

Then seeing the expression of rebuke in his eyes, she' 
stopped short. 

"Why don't you say something?" she asked, petu- 
lantly. ^ 

"I was just going to say ^Corne in,' but I havenH 
^ had the chance as yet," he replied. 

She turned quickly, went out into the hall, and. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE GIRI- AND THE DETBCTIVB. 3& 

closing the door behind her, knocked upon it with her 
knnekles. 

"May I come in?'' she asked, politely, 
r At this he burst into a hearty laugh. 
' "To be sure you may/' he answered. 

The girl entered again and perched herself upon his ; 
desk, her cheeks flushed, her lips quivering with emo- 
tion. 

"Say, you're no good at teaching me," she said, in 
injured tones. "Every time I make a mistake, you 
laugh at me." 

"Isn't that better than being cross?" he asked. 

"No," she replied. "Teachers always should be 
cross. They were all cross in the orphan asylum." 

"And you ran away from them, didn't you?" 

"Yes." 

"Well, I have been kind, and you haven't run away 
from me yet." 

"That's so," she answered. "Maybe you're right. 
Q^e! You ought to see the list I've got pinned on my 
wall of things I must not do." 

"Name some of them." 

"Well, I mustn't say 'Chuck a bluff' and 'A lead pipe 
cinch.' I mustn't come into a room without first 
knocking. I mustn't sit on a table " 

"What are you doing now?" 

"Oh. that's all right," returned the girl. "This 
ain't a table; it's a desk." 

"It's the same thing." 

She shrugged her, shoulders impatiently. 

"Say," she asked, "do you want me to tell you why 
I came here? Or are you going to keep on saying that 
a desk is a table when you know it isn't?" 

"I want you to tell me why you came here," he an- 
swered; "but don't you think you'd better take a chair 
first?" 

She flounced from the desk into a chair, remarking, 
petulantly: 
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"Oh, you're getting awful particular it seemg to me. 
I'll never learn anything if you keep on/' 

"Do you try?" 

"Try?'' she echoed, reproachfully. "Why, of course > 
J try. I stood knocking outside my own door thii 
morning for half an hour." 

"What for?" 

" Waiting to hear myself tell myself to come in.'^ ; 

This was too much for Tanner and he laughed again. ' 

"Never mind, little girl," he said, kindly, "we've 
l)oth got a lot to learn in this big world, and you are * 
teaching me far more than I am teaching you." ; 

"What am I teaching you?" she inquired, eagerly. 

"Never mind now," he returned, enigmatically. 
*4t's a big secret that can keep." 

"And will you tell it to me?" 

"Some day." Then, noticing that she held some- 
thing in her apron, he inquired: "What have you got 
there?" j 

"Robert Emmet," replied the girl, "done up in -two 
colors — white and red." 

While speaking she let down her apron and dis- ^ 
played to his astonished gaze a white cat dappled all 
over with bright red. 

"He loojis somewhat damaged, doesn't he?" said - 
Tanner. "What are those red spots?" 

"Ink." 

"How did it happen?" 

"Like this," explained the girl: "I was making out^ 
the list of don'ts you want me to remember, and was 
using red ink to make the hard ones stand out like 
Journal headlines." 

"Yes." . 

"And Robert Emmet butted in and over goes the 
ink and stains his nice white coat.> Now wouldn't a 
thing like that jar you?" 

"Jar you?" repeated Tanner, reprovingly. "Haven't 
I told you not to use slang?" 

Little Tykie looked at him a moment and replied: j 
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"Honest, Mr. Tanner, there ain't no other words ia 
the English language that expresses a thing like that 
but just *jar your slats,' now is there?" 

"I suppose not," said Tanner, adding, with a smile: ; 
^'What do you think Mrs. O'Hann will say when rfhe - 
«ees her cat?" 

"She .won't say nothin' to me," replied the girl. 

"Why?" \ 

"Because when she finds it out, it'n me through the ] 
skylight on to the roof and down into the next house." 

"And then?" 

"I'll make for the street and beat it while the wind . 
is with me." 

The young man reflected for a moment and then 
«aid: 

"Perhaps I can help you out of your scrape." 

"How?" inquired the girl, eagerly. 

"Why, I shouldn't be surprised if that fluid I clean ' 
my clothes with would take off the ink." 

"Would it?" cried the girl, well pleased. "You're », 
jiot kidding me?" 

"Certainly not," he answered. "I've got a bottle of 
it in my bedroom. There can be no harm in trying it." 

"Where is it?" 

"You'll find it on my dressing stand. But be careful 
iiow you use it." 

"Why?" 

"Because there is a great deal of* chloroform in that 
fluid, and if. you should get your pretty little nose too 
<}lose to it " ^ 

"What would happen?" 

"Why, it would make you dead to the world." 
; Little Tykie looked at him doubtfully and asked: 

"Do you really think my nose is pretty?" 

"The prettiest" I ever saw," replied Tanner. 

"I like to hear you lie like that," cried the girl. 

And with that she ran off with the cat into the next 
room. 

A knock sounded on the door. 
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"Come in," said Tannef. 

The door opened and Jef son, the sporting editor of 
the Wire, entered. 

"What brings you here?'* asked Tftnner. 

"Why, I've always liked you, Tanner/^ ext)laihed^ 
Jef son j "so I thought I would do you a good turn.^ 

"Indeed?" 

"Yes, I never believed you betrayed the Wire by 
selling the story of the Valmont murder to some other 
paper." 

"You flatter me." 
^ "And so I thought I'd put you wise to what's going; 
on." 

"What is going on?" 

"Detective Haggerty wired the British Government 
last night that he would have the murderer of Lord 
Valmont in the Tombs before the end of the week. 
What do you think of that?" 

"It's a grand stand play," answered Tannei*, rising 
and pacing the floor, "It's a bluff I'd like to call."^^ 

"What do you mean?" 

Before Tanner could reply the voice of Little Tykie 
was heard, calling out from the next room: 

"Say, it's coming out fine." 

Jef son started and regarded Tanner with a quizzical 
expression. 

"What's this?" he said. "Bachelor apartments and 
^ a sweet affinity voice wafting gently through closed 
^ doors." 

Tanner blushed to the roots of his hair. , ' . 

"You are mistaken, I assure you," he stammer^eai: 
I "Oh, come now," said Jefson, "own up." - ' 

"I have nothing to confess," responded Tanner; ' 

But again the voice in the next room called out; J 

"Be still, JBosbby d^ar; while mamma washes your 
face." , ■■■ I •■•.'. ■ • ..■ • ■ •'■ ' ' '^'-■-^''•> 

At thi9 J[iefiSoa shrugged his shoulders. :j > 

"Sow l<wg.bfts j^hia been goi^g on?" he a«ked^ ^^^ 
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"How long has what been going on?" retorted Tan- 
ner, 

"Why this— this— I don't vknow what the devil to 
<aill it; but this woman— ^this baby — this- " 

Tanner seized him by the arm. 

"Have you been drinking?" he inquired, sternly. 

"Why, it's all right, my boy," responded Jefson. 
'*You can trust me* I won't say a word." 

"I ask you again if you have been drinking?" cried 
Tanner. 

But his friend paid no heed to him. 

"Pray, dpn't be alarmed," he went on, with a sly 
^ink. "Mum's the word. Nobody will ever know a 
i:hing about it. Even if it isn't according to the law 
and the Bible, accept my congratulations, my dear fel- 
low. Just bring your boy, Bobby, up to follow in his 
father's footsteps and you'll have cause to be proud of 
iiim," 

^^My boy?" gasped Tanner. 

"Yes, the little lad that's taking the bath in the 
next room. Didn't you hear his mother's voice just 
jQOW? Come, old chap, let me see your baby!" 

And now the absurdity of the situation dawned 
opon Tanner all at once and he roared with laughter. 

"Don't you think you are laughing at a rather seri- 
ous subject?" inquired Jefson. 

"You would laugh too if you could see Bobby,^' said 
Tanner, 

"That's just what I desire," said Jefson. "You 
know how passionately fond I am of children." 

Suddenly Tanner assumed an expression of pro- 
found gravity. 

"Very well, you shall see Bobby. But mind, not a 
word to any one," he said. ■; 

While speaking he approached the door of his bed- 
Toom and opened it. Then he called out: 

"Bring Bobby here and let us have a look at hitnV* 

There was a rustling of skirts and a moment litter 
X#ittle Tykie entered, carrying a white cat in her arms. 
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'^See how clean he is," she said, holding the animal 
tip to the view of the men. 

Tanner turned to his friend with an amnsed smile. 
■ "Well, what do you think of him?" he asked, mock* 
Singly. 

"That I have made a big fool of myself," returned 
;Jefson. "But who is the girl?" 

"Don't you remember the little girl who brought 
the story of the Valmont tragedy to the office of the 
Wire?" 

"Oh, yes, I remember now," answered Jefson. Then> 
bowing to the girl, he added: "I beg your pardon, 
Miss " 

"Ain't no Miss to it. Just plain Little Tykie," said 
the girl. "Never got no farther than that in the way 
of a name." 

"But the last time I saw you, you were dressed '^ 

"In an orphan's gingham, I remember. These are 
the only good clothes I've had in my life." , 

"And Mr, Tanner bought you these?" 

"Not on your life!" exclaimed the girl, scornfully. 
"I bought them myself out of the money Mr. Judsou 
gave me for that murder story. Say," she went on,, 
"you don't know where any more murders are going 
to be pulled off, do you?" 

"No," replied Jefson, highly amused. "Why do you 
ask?" 

"Because I'd like to get another one of them checks, 
^om Mr. Judson, of the Wire." 

"Why don't you come around and see' him?" 

The girl tossed her head disdainfully. 

"When he takes back Mr. Tanner, I'll consider it," 
ghe said. 

Jefson turned to Tanner. 

"You're in luck, my dear fellow," he said. "1 wisl> 
I had a girl like that. When I lose my job, my girl 
d©n't quit the office; she quits me." 

'^Why do you call me Mr. Tanner's girlf* asked: 
Ume Tykie. 
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"Why, aren't you?'^ 

**No. I ain't, because— well, I'm only an orphan and 
we're just good friends. There's nothing wrong iu 
that, is there?" 

"Tanner," said Jefson, feelingly, "do you know that,, 
if I had a friend like yours, I'd — I'd " 

"What?" asked Tanner. 

"Why, I'd give her some other name besides Little 
Tykie," said Jefson, and hurriedly took his departure. 

When the door had closed behind Jefson, the giri 
looked up into Tanner's face and asked, innocently: 

"What's the matter with Little Tykie? Ain't that 
name all right?" 

"Oh, it will do well enough for the present," he an- 
swered; "but don't you think you might cViange it 
some day?" 

"Can folks take any old name they like?l? she asked. 

"No; but girls^ change their names sometimes." 

"What for?" 

"For the name of some man they love very dearly. 
Do you know any man like that?" 

"You bet your life I do I" 

"Who is he?" he inquired, eagerly. 

"Julius Caesar," she responded, with a tantalizing 
laugh. 

"What do you know about him?" 

"I read about him once, and I'm stuck on that guy. 
How would Miss Julius Caesar sound?" 

Tanner led her to a chair, and, drawing another one 
up beside hef, sat down and took her hand. 

"How would you like the name of Tanner?" he 
asked, ardently. 

"Say, you ain't goin' to adopt me, arc you?" she re- 
torted, mockingly. 

"rd like to," he rejoined. 

**0h, you would?" 

^efly I'd like to make you my deavMt little^glrl Im 
iUk world. I^d like to know that jmxtr ■mlle« wer^ 
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for me, jinr thoughts were of me, and that all your 
Jife wonld be mine.'* 

"Gee whiz, Mr. TaaBer!'' cried the girl. «Yoa talk 
awful f unnj for a man that wants to be a father to 
me/' 

^'Father?" he repeated, tenderly. "Is there nothing 
€:l&e I could be to you?" 

The girl shook her h<^ad. 

"Never heard of a brother adopting a sister/* she 
said. 

All at once she started to her feet and looked into 
his eyes, searchingly. 

"Say, you're not making love to me?" she cried. 

He met her gaze unflinchingly and replied: 

"Is love so hard to understand that you ask that 
question?" 

"Gee whiz, and I never guessed it!" she exclaimed, 
resuming her seat and nestling up close to him. "Say 
it all over again, won't you, please?" 

He put his arm gently around her and drew hier head 
down upon his shoulder. 

"There is nothing to say, little girl, only that I love 
you," he replied. 

"Don't they say anything more than just that?^^ she 
inquired, archly. 

"Why do you ask?" 

"Because this is the first time I was ever made love 
to and I want all that is coming to me." 
^ "There is nothing else in all the range of language 
that means more," he whispered, leaning down and 
kissing her dewy lips. 

"Well, it does sound sweet from you," she returned. 
**Tell me, how did you happen to love me?^^ 

"I simply could not help it," he replied. 

^^8 that true?" 

*' Yes," he answered, ardently. "You have crept into 
mjr heart like a, little homeless bird of the city, a|id 
jrour soiigs of the street soiind sweetfef to me thanfitiix 
other music in the world.^ - 
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, *^Oh, naw you are making loye to me. Go oaJ^ 

"You seem like a pure, sweet flower that Qod has i 
let spring up from the mire of the gutter to bless some 
man's life with its tender fragrance. Won't you let 
me be that man?" 
^ She withdrew from his embrace and looked him 
straight in the eyes. 

"^"hat can I say, Mr. Tanner?" she answered, sim- 
ply. *^Love is too big and noble a thing for me to try 
to express. If s bigger than my heaart and— if I just 
knew how to tell you; but I don't, Mr. Tanner. So 
just take me and keep me all for your own, and all the 
rest of the pikers can just keep off the grass, 'octuse 
there won't be no trespassing here." 

The yoimg man clasped her to his heart. 

"As God is my judge, dear, I will love you all my 
life," he said. ' 

Their happiness was interrupted by the appearance 
of Mrs. O'Hann in the doorway. 

"Oh, Mr. Tanner, my heart will break — ^my heart 
will break!" she ^oibbed. 

"Why, what has happened?" he asked, anxiously. 

"It's so sad! Shure I never thought he would dp it," 
'wailed the disconsolate woman. 
' "Do what?" asked Little Tykie. 4 

."Shure, and I'll have the foinest wake in the land. 
Oh! Oh!" 

"Tell us what has happened?" - ^ . 

"Yes, put us wise." 

"Shure, and he committed suicide, he did! Oh, the 
^darlintl The poor d£^rlint!" 

"For Heaven's sake, who has committed suicide?" 
inquired Tanner, lo|»ing patience. 

"Robert Emmet," sobbed the woman. 
. "Your cat?" 
. "Yis. Oh! Oh! Shore he must have jumped into 
tiie waahtiib aind drowned himsjelf; for he's, all w^t*^^ 

" Wiiere did you And him?" . . 
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"On the back stairs, stiff and stark," moaned Mrs. 
O'Hann. "For the love of Hiven go and see him!" 

And, bowing her head in her hands, she sobbed con- 
yulsively. 

"Now don't go on so and I'll see what can be done," 
said Tanner. "It may not be as serious an affair as ^ 
you think it." . 

Scarcely had*he departed from the room when Little 
fPykie ran to the landlady and, throwing her arms 
around her, cried out in a transport of joy : 

"Mrs. O'Hann! Mrs. O'Hann! Oh! Oh! Oh!" 

"Have yez gone crazy?" returned Mrs. O'Hann, 
amazed. "Me a-cryin' me eyes out and ye a-shoutin'' 
for joy. Have yez ^o respict for me?" 

But the girl paid no heed to her expostulations. In- 
stead; she hugged the landlady again, and then danced 
around the room like a wild thing, crying: 

"Oh, it is the most wonderful thing in the world!'^ 

"Shure what ails ye, child?" inquired Mrs. O'Hann^ 
now thoroughly alarmed. 

"Heart disease," answered the girl. 

"Heart disease, is it?" 

"Yes. I've got it awful bad. I've felt it coming on 
for years and years and now it's here." 

"Is it as bad as all that?" asked Mrs. O'Hann, for- 
getting her own grief in the girl's joy. 

"Yes — ^yes." 

"Sure ye don't feel like dyin', do ye? If so, wait 
until Robert Emmet has had his wake before ye die.. 
The neighbors couldn't stand for two wakes in wan 
day." 

At this juncture the landlady's hopeful son came 
running into the room, shouting excitedly: 

"Say, ma, there ain't nothin' the matter wid Robert 
Emmet after all." 

^ Don't be lyin' to me," said Mrs. O'Hannv 

"There ain't nothin' the matter with a cat when he- 
scan eat, is there?" asked the boy. 

"What, is he aloive and atin'?" cried bis me^er^ 
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Mpt»rously. "Shure that's the best word ye have- 
brought me since your father died." 
k Aud without waiting to hear more, she departed 
K hurriedly from the room. 

Her little son looked after her and remarked with a 
g4n: 

'^Reckon if dad hadn't died, ma wouldn't hare 
BOthin' spicy to talk about.'' 
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in an automobile, smells like a perfume counter and 
is hell on looks." 

"Oh, she's got me beat a mile," groaned Little Ty- 
kie. "I'd like to beat the stuffin' out of her." 

The boy produced a letter from his pocket and held 
it up. to the girPs view. 

"Got a letter from her for Mr. Tanner," he said, 
with a grin. 

"Give it to me!" cried th6 girl. 

And, snatching it from the boy's hand, she begaa 
to open it. 

*^i knew a feller what got five years for opening a 
letter," said the boy. "He's doih' time now." 

But Little Tykie paid no heed to him. Drawing the 
letter from the envelope, she opened it and read the 
following: 

"Dear Henry — I must see you for a few minutes, 
alone. ' Editlt" 

^ With heaving bosom and quivering eyelids, Little 
Tykie thrust the letter back in its envelope and laid 
it on Tanner's desk. 

Them she hui^ried from the room. 

A minute later Tanner returned. 

"Where is Little Tykie?" he inquired. 

"Gone out, sir," answered the boy. "There's a let- 
ter for you on your desk." 

The young man glanced at the missive and com- 
manded the boy to show the lady to liis rooms. 

When the boy had departed on this errand, he be^^a 
to pace the room nervously, muttering: 
' "This is madness — downright madness. MyeiBier 
;inust have lost her reason." 

"A knock sounded on the door. • - ^ 

- "Cdote inl" he exclaimed, impJatiently; 

The door opened and a veiled woBttan ^ eiiteredx^;; ^ 
, She midte tl^ deejyeit im<^r&ing and caM^^ M^elf 
'with an air of conscious distinction; but it was not un- 
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til she threw aside her veil that her extraocdinary 
beauty was revealed. Then was seen a face of the 
rarest loveliness, softened and spiritualized by some 
profound sorrow. 

"Don't blame me, Henry," she said, sinking wearily 
into a chair. "I couldn't bear it alone any longer/^ 

"But you shouldn't have come," he returned. "Yod 
4shoiTldn't have come. You know that." 

"I know it. But no one followed me. I am sure." 

"Sure?" he echoed. "We're sure of nothing with a 
dozen headquarters detectives on the job, besides two 
Secret Service men and Haggerty." 

^^4nd who is Haggerty?" 

"The shrewdest detective in the business. I don't 
fear the others, but we never can fool him long." 

"Ah, what shall we do?" asked the woman. 

"Do?" he answered. "We shall have to go on just 
as we planned that night when I found Lord Valmont 
dead. He was robbed. Do you understand? The half 
a million of British Government bonds were stolen 
with the Valmont jewels. That's the lie we've got to 
live up to." 

"Oh, is there no way for the truth?" she asked. 

"Yes," returned Tanner. 

"What is it?" 

"Tell the world that your husband was a betrayer 
of his trust — ^a defaulter; that Richard Tracy let him 
into a dastardly business scheme for which your hus- 
band put up British Government bonds as security — 
bonds that did not belong to him." 

The lady wrung her hands. 

"No, no," she cried, "don't make it harder for me te 
bear." 

"Do you want to tell that before a gaping, jeering, 
crowded court room? Do you want to drag your honor 
in ttie mire? Do you want to tell them that Lord Val- 
mont committed suicide because he was a defaulter 
and believed you, my sister, unfaithful to him?" 

^A^f why couldn't my husband have understood 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE GIRL. AND THE DETECTIVE. 49 

me?" cried the lady. "It was on account of my love 
for him that I wrote that awful note to Mr. Tracy, ask- 
ing him to return the bonds to clear my husband's 
honor." 

"t know; but " 

"That I would give my jewels, everything.'^ 

"Ah, that was the mistake." 

"But think how long I had known Mr. Tracy /^ 
pleaded the unhappy lady. "He had once loved me. 
We had grown up almost from childhood together, and 
I thought he was my friend. I want Aim as a friend. 
You know that." 

"Yes." 

"I never dreamed he would send the note back to 
my husband. And he, poor boy, so misconstrued its 
meaning." 

"Misconstrue?" echoed Tanner. "How could he help 
it? Just on the eve of your departure for London, 
with disgrace staring him in the face, and then to have 
such a damnable thing as this shown him." 

He drew a letter from his pocket and read it aloud. 

"Dear Richard — I'm bringing all my jewels, every- 
thing. I trust to your honor. Meet me at the Hotel 
Astor and all will be well for us in the future. 

"Edith." 

"Where did you get that letter?" asked the lady. 

"I found it on Lord Valmont's desk the night he 
killed himself, and appropriated it to keep it from 
falling into the hands of the police." 

"Henry," murmured the lady, "I meant by us, my 
husband and myself, not myself and Mr. Tracy. Can't 
you understand?" 

"Yes," replied Tanner, adding: "But that was the 
misconception which broke Lord Valmont's heart, sis- 
ter. He saw nothing but guilt in you, and, when you 
did not return at dusk, he fired those two shots to evd\ 
it all." 
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"It. was my love for him that kept me from going 
mad/' sobbed the lady. "Ever^hing I did to save his 
honor was prompted by my great love. Even now, 
every lie that I live is for him.*' 

Tanner waited until his sister's grief had subsided,^ 
and then went on : 

"Our one fear is that man, Haggerty. He is a.vul- 
ture. There is nothing to fear from Tracy. He will 
keep silent," 

"Yes," returned Lady Valmont, "he promised thatj 
but yesterday a coarse brute of a man passed me in 
the garden and, without even stopping, whispered: 
^My boss, the ironmaster, says it's time you came and 
saw him with the jewels if you want the bonds.' So 
I must go to Mr. Tracy's steel works thfs afternoon 
with the jewels." 

"Good!" exclaimed Tanner, "Once we get back the 
bonds, we can contrive somehow to have them found 
by the police. Then they will be returned to the 
British Government. I have the revolver your hus- 
band shot himself with and your note; therefore, there 
is nothing to prevent his death being regarded as a 
murder for the purpose of robbery." 

"You had better burn the note," said Lady Valmont* 
"I presume you destroyed the other." 

"The other? What other?" asked Tanner. 

"The original. The one I wrote." 

"Is not this it?" 

"No, it is a copy. Ah, I see it all now. Tracy must 
have the note I wrote and sent this copy to my hus- ; 
band." 

They paused and looked at bne another with wide- 
open eyes, a horrible thought uppermost in the mind| 
of each., 

Tanner was the first to break the silence. 

*^God!" he exclaimed. "If it all shbuld have beea a 
terrible niistake! Your hu^baiid surely would have 
knowQ ypjiir: writing. Traiiy,' the ironmaster, know* 
mo^ethani. We Imagine." 
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"He must know— he must speak," cried Lady Val- 
mont, wUdly. "On my knees I'll beg him." 

"The truth is what we want/' said Tanner, excitedly* 
*'Was your husband^s death a murder, or a suicide?'- 

He consulted his watch and continued : 

"It's nearly six o'clock. Do you think yon could 
catch Tracy before he leares his office in Jersey?"^ ' 

"Yes. I came here in my auto. It*s waiting at the 
comer for me now." 

"Wait until I maf e sure that you have not been fol- 
lowed here by the detectives," said Tanner. 

He went to the window and peeped out cautiously. 
N "The coast seems to be clear," he went on. "Can 
you trust your chauffeur?" 

"Yes. Our old one left suddenly. This new man I 
• engaged myself. He knows nothing and will say noth- 
ing." 

"It will be just as well not to trust him," said Tan- 
ner. "Leave him on this side of the river. Take the 
23d Street Ferry and go by train out to Tracy's steel 
works on the Hackensack meadows. You haven*t 
much time, dear." 

"^&n't I come again, Henry?" pleaded his sister. "I 
can't go on like this all alone. Let me tell the world 
what you are to me." 

"No, dear, not now. It will all come out right by 
and b:^." 

"Ah^ if we could only have found some other way!" 

"It is too late to think of that now," said Tanner. 
*'Kiss me good-by and don't come here again until I 
send for you." 

He drew her to him and kissed her tenderly, all un j 
conscious of the fact that, outside the door, Little Ty-| 
kie was watching and listening. 

"Now see Mr. Tracy and find out what you can," he 
.went on. "I'll go down to the door with you." 

.While speaking he passed with her out into the hall. 
j A moment later, Little Tykie crept into the rooiu 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



62 THB OIRL AND THE DETECTIVE. 

and sat down on the floor, her face convulsed, lier eyes 
fixed and staring. 

"There's another woman, and I'm a has-beenj" she 
muttered, savagely. "Oh, it's just Hell, that's what it 
is! I wonder why she couldn't have stayed away just 
twenty-four hours,, so I could have had one whole day 
in Paradise? I ain't Little Tykie no more. I'm just 
a woman now what's got a big, busted heart under her 
slats. I ain't even worth a headline in the newspa- ' 
pers, 'cause I only loved once and was kissed once in 
all my life. That ain't no news. It only means a 
busted heart and tears all through the long bights. 
Nobody cares about the tears and heart-aches of an 
orphan woman. But gee, how I hate her! How I hate 
her! How I hate her!" 

She paused and pounded the floor on both sides of 
her with her little fists. 

Then she resumed: 

"I hate everything about her — ^her shoes — ^her hat — 
and her hat-pin. I'm just one big hate all over. But I 
did love him. I loved him better than anything I ever 
knew or saw or thought of. He's the only being that 
ever was kind to me, and now that other man's wife 
has come and took it all. Why don't she stick to Lord 
Valmont, even if he is a dead one? I guess an orphan 
needs love just as much as a widow. She's had a 
whole lot of love. I ain't had none. I bet it would 
. have taken fine on me. Well, there's one thing she 
can't have, and that's the spoiling part. I'll do all the 
spoiling myself." 

She arose and began knocking the vases from the 
mantel-piece. 

"She said she couldn't do without him," she went 
on. "Well, he'll do without a lot of things before I 
get through." , 

Here she began tearing down the curtains. 

"Gee, I'm beginning to feel better already. I guess 
because I'm doing something in the way of spoiling 
things. You can just bet I'm going to do my spoiling 
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«nd of the job up good. She didn't go shy on any of 
the lovin' part/^ 

Going to a book-case she took the books from the 
shelves and began to scatter them about in all direc- 
tions, until hep eyes rested upon a photograph of Tan- 
ner in a frame upon his desk. 

"Ah, that's him!" she exclaimed, vindictively. "He's 
got pretty eyes, an4 they looked into mine and he 
iissed me and I let him do it. Well, the superintend- 
ent of the orphan asylum says it is better to give than 
to receive, and I live strictly up to the Bible every 
shot out of the box." 

Taking the photograph from its frame, she thrust it 
in her bosom, and then made her way to the bureau. 

There she sank upon the floor and, taking the photo- 
graph from its hiding-^place, gazed at it for a long 
time. 

"Oh, why couldn't she let me have him for just a lit- 
tle while!'' she burst out passionately. "I was so 
happy with him and I believed him so true. But he 
turned out to be false — ^false — false!" 

She opened one of the bureau drawers and began 
rummaging in its contents. Presently her hand struck 
something hard. She drew it forth and saw that it 
was a beautiful, pearl-handled revolver. She laid it in 
her lap and gazed at it intently. And the longer she 
gazed the greater was the fascination it possessed for 
her. 

"I wonder if it would hurt very much," she mused. 
"'It could end all my heart-aches and tears — it could 
take away my sorrow and there would be an end to the 
poor little orphan girl. Yes, I'll do it; but I'll write a 
letter ^to Mr. Tanner first." 

Going to Tanner's desk, she sat down and wrote him 
a long letter, charging him with perfidy and informing 
liim that he had broken her heart and driven her to 
;suicide. When she had finished it she placed it in aa 
«eiiyeIope^ directed it, and laid it on the desk where hi*- 
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ejes could not fail to see it the moment he returned 
to the room. 

Then she picked up the revolver and made ready to 
blow out her brains. 

At that critical moment her attention was attracted 
to an inscription engraved upon the handle of the 
weapon. 

Lord Valmont — Presented by the Duke of Dover, 
Devonshire. 

How had Lord Valmont's revolver come int© the 
possession of Henry Tanner? 

She examined the chambers and discovered that 
two of the cartridges had been discharged. 

Bhe let the weapon fall upon the desk and gasped iu 
a horrified whisper: 

^^ Guilty! Guilty! Guilty! Oh, he lied to me. He 
told me that he had done no wrong; but he lied — lied— 
lied. There is the proof . Ix)rdValmont's revolver, witti 
two shots gone. He has always loved that woman anA 
murdered her husband to get rid of him. They did it 
together. And that murderer kissed me, lied to nie* 
But I shall have my revenge. I shall tell the police all 
that I know.^' 

At that moment the door opened and H'aggerty 
stepped quietly into the room. 

"You're an awfully destructive little devil, aren't, 
you?'' he asked, casting his eyes around the room. 

The girl turned with a guilty start. , 

"How did you know?" she gasped. 

"People who have glass windows should puHdoWtt ^ 
their blinds," he replied, pointing to the open window ' 
of the room. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THB GIBL AND THB DBTECTIYB. 

All at once it occurred to Little Tjkie that the very 
tool for the aceomplishmeBt of her vengeance stood 
before her. 

'*"Do jou know that Henry Tanner is a liar?" she 
l)Iurted out 

*^Mo8t lovers are/' returned Haggerty, with a shrug. 

"But this has nothing to do with love," said the 
$irl. "This is something that is something." 

Haggerty laughed at her enthusiasm. 

"I ascertained that he was a very poor prevaricator 
in the Wire office three weeks ago," he said. "Since 
then five of my best men have had him under constant 
surveillance night and day. They have remarked 
everything that he has done.'' 

"Everything?" 

"Yes, even to his kissing you.*' 

Little Tykie tossed her head disdainfully. 

"Ain't nothing wonderful in that, is there?*' she 
disked. 

"Seems to have affected you wonderfully judging 
from the condition of this, room," answered Haggerty. 
^'Didn't like Lady Valmont's vi«t hera, did you, little 
one?" 

"How did you know that false-haired .thing was 
here?" 

"In the first place, there is her handkerchief," an* 
swered the detective, pointing to a lace-trimmed trifle 
that lay on a chair near the door. "In the second 
plaee, tiiis room is filled with Hie odor of EngHsln 
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heather, a perfume that is only made in England^ and 
is not imported to this country. In the third place, I 
brought her here myself." 

"You brought her here?" 

"Yes, I have the honor of being Lady Valmont's new 
chauffeur." 

"Then you must know all about her," said the girL 
^'Tell me, do they love each other?" 

"Little girl," replied the detective, "I know it hurts 
to hear me say so; but I firmly believe that they do. 
I mean if you can call the thing love that has been the 
cause of all this trouble." 

The girPs lip curled in scorn. 

"Oh, it doesn't hurt now," she said. "Henry Tan- 
ner is not only a liar, but a murderer as well." 

"What do you mean by that?" asked the wrly de- 
tective. 

"He killed Lord Valmont to get her," answered the 
girl, in tones of jealous rage. 

"How do you know that?" 

"I saw him come out of the house just before thfe 
butler went in and then call for help. I'm a pretty 
good liar myself when I want to be; but I'm tellinff 
the truth just now." 

"Why?" 

"Because he loves her and I hate him. He's guilty 
and there is Lord Valmont's revolver to prove it." 
, And she handed him the revolver she had taken 
jProm the bureau. _ 

The detective examined the weapon curiously and 
thrust it in his pocket, remarking: 

"You say that you saw him leave the house late that 
night?" 

"t^es." 

^' After the murder was committed?'^ 

♦ *^Yes." 

* "Will j6tk swear to that?"' 

, ^You mh bet Til swear to it,'* answered tke girL 
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''It's the truth and he's not going to have her. 1*11 
tiwesLT to that, too." 

The detective rubbed his hands together gleefully. 

"Little girl,'' he said, *'you have told me just what 
-will convict Henry Tanner of murder." 

"I'm glad of that^" returned the girl. "You bet, 
your life he'll hang if I have anything to say about 
it." 

"I have always thought him guilty of Lord Val- 
mont's murder," went on the detective; "but Lady 
Valmont's visit here and your statement prove it con- 
clusively. Now listen carefully to what I have to say. 
I'll be unable to make this arrest myself without a 
warrant." 

"Get two of 'em to make sure," interrupted the 
girl. 

"So I'll leave the arrest to the police. But there 
is something I want first." 

"What is it?" 

"I'm coming back here shortly as Lady Valmont's 
chauffeur. I shall present a forged note purporting to 
be from her to him; for I want his reply to her as a 
proof of their intimate relationship. I shall return in 
less than half an hour to turn the trick. As soon as I 
get this additional proof the police wH come here 
and arrest Tanner. Do you understand?" 

"Yes. But isn't the revolver I gave you all the proof 
you need?"^ 

"It is no proof at all," answered the detective. "It 
is of English make. His Lordship was killed by a re- 
volver of American manufacture, .44 calibre, and the 
bullets were made by the R. F. Tracy Gun and Steel, 
iWorkfl, New Jersey. Good-night!" 

He laid the revolver she had given him on the de»k 
and left the room. 

Whe^ the door had closed behind him, Little Tykie 
perehed herself upon the desk and began to swing ixr 
l6|M viciously; 

^raej! sbe muttered. '^That's the man Ladgr l^U- 
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mont waa going to see to-night. I wonder what he has 
to do with this case? Oh, I don't care! He lied to me, 
and when a man lies to a woman he can't teach her 
manners. Bhe'U not stand for it. I shall never knock 
' npon no door again. I'm not going to set on no chair, 
but on everj table I can jGind. And Vm going to si)eak'' 
all the slang words I please. He's a 'murderer, that's 
what he is, and I'm glad I told on him, because he 
oughtenter lied to me and he oughtenter made love to ' 
her. Oh, I've been a fool — sl little fool! I hate, him. 
I. guess I hate him. I don't know; but I ought to if I 
don't. Gee, that's him now!" 
Footsteps sounded in the hall outside- 
Quick as a flash Little Tykie sprang down from her 
perch on the desk and turned down all the lights. 
Then she crawled under the desk and waited. 
Presentl J the door opened and Tanner entered. 
He crossed to his desk and lit the lamp that stood 
upon it. Then he oast his eyes around the room. 

"Gfreat heavens! Haggerty's been here," he mut- 
tered, as he noticed the confusion and disorder of the 
apartment. 

Then his eyes rested on the letter that the girl had 
written him, and, opening it, he read the following: 

"Mr. Tanner: 

"Darling Man — I hate you awful; but I've got jour 
picture next to my heart. You told me that you loved 
me, but you lied. I can't stand the pain, so I'm going 
ij blow off my head to stop it. When I'm dead ju^ . 
i^ive me one big kiss.^^ I % 

At this point in the letter Tanner burst out Iiiugh- 

ing. 

'^ Ah, I. see," he said. "This is not Haggertj's. work 
, after all. Jealousy has been busy here." , 

Looking down he happened to spy Little Tylde'o b|et 
protruding from her hidi^.jplaoe xifk^ei: the di^iik^ Mfi^ - 
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oanie in front of the d^esk, stooped 4o>wiV:a]i4 tailed 
•to her. •;;;••: ■.'.■.: :■■■.'; i\\* ., \. r. 

"Do you think that.iB the proper plapeifc^r a youpg 

lady?" A : . ■'■■ . .; li-'.: •, ;•. .;;.• .> 

^^I ain't a young la4y, and, I can sit wjieire ^ }ik^^^ 

* answered the girl. , . .\, .r* 

"Come out, I want to.taljk to you^ ^ / ! ^ ,\ \] ' 
"I don't want to hear you/^ she retorted. "G6 talk 

to your painted rich lady.' She 'ain't iiO'0r|)han and 

ehe^s got a front and back iiatoe." ' • > ,? 

"Come out, won't you?"-^thid pleadingly. >* ^ 
"1 won't." ' ; : 1 ^ 

"Please come out." " • ^ / 

"I say I won't. I d6n't have* t6 come out. ^ I }»st 

won't and you can't niake me.'' ' •- '• • ' 

"Well, if you refuse to come up to^ me, -I will' come 

down to you." ' • : ••-• ^ '-i^' t .:- ■>,!.. ., : ""■' 

Saying which Tanner dropped 'to the -flooTi' and 

crawled to the girl's side. .; i *< . . : 

Tanner tried to take Little Tykie^s'hamd; but fihe 

drew it away from him angrfly and 'exclaimed: 
"Don't you dare!" ^ . i * . - 

"Oh, very well," he said, "just as you please^ my 

dear. Did you make all this disorder im my room?^' 
"You bet your life I did!" . » < . 

"Why?", 
"Beoause you're a liar," cried the girl, with flaming 

eyes. ' '•' ' ' • •' ■ <" 

*^Wait," he returned: "I admit I haven't told you 

• all. You are jealous of the lady who was here« 9hort 
i time ago; but you have tio cause to be." / ' 

I "Oh, haven't I?" ; , 

"No; Lady Valmont is my sister." 
At this the girl uttered a sharp cry of despair and 
jpressed her hands over her heart. ;. * 

**! wanted to tell ydii to-day, deary when I, told you 
tbAt I loved you, Alid I do tove you. Doil*t ymi^be- 
/Heir^met" ^'■■ • • ^ -" ."' -' ^-'- 'v^'^i^c. -J . 

s^-- 'Hut the revolvefi^r* g^ped the girl.' y^ v„. 
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. "What revolver?" 

] "Lord Valmont's. Where did you get it?*' 

"I brought it with me from the house that night/^ 
he explained. 

"Why?" 

"To save my sister from humiliation. Everything I 
did that night was for my sister^s sake. Don't you be- 
lieve me?" 

"Yes," was the faint reply. 

"It has all been a horrible mistake," he went on^ 
"and I want you to know the truth. Lord Valmont 
became involved in a private business deal with Mr^ 
R. F. Tracy." 

"The ironmaster?" inquired Little Tykie with a 
start. 

"Yes. The scheme fell through; but Lord Valmont 
was compelled to forfeit a large sum of money. Being 
a stranger in this country, he was unable to raise such 
a large sum at once, so he gave British Government 
bonds in his possession as security, until the steamer 
Kaiser Wilhelm der Grosse should arrive with fund^ 
from his brother in London. Are you listening?" 

"Yes. Go on, please." 

"Unfortunately the British Government ordered his 
return before the arrival of that ship. Tracy refused 
to return the bonds on his mere word of honor and 
Lord Valmont saw ruin staring him in the face. His 
wife, my sister, offered the Valmont family jewels to 
Tracy for the bonds. You must understand that Tracy 
was an old sweetheart of hers and she hoped to be 
able to influence him." 

"Did she succeed?" 

"I am coming to that now. My sister left the house 
with the jewels to keep an appointment ^w^iA she 
had made with Tracy without the knowledge el her 
hushand. Somehow, during her absence, the Beta she 
baA isrritten to Tracy was returned to Lor<i IPUBCot. 
B(ft widently believed my sister unfaiikM^ H 
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Enin and disgrace wereljefore him and he shot himself 
with Ms revolver." 

"Yes; but how did you get it?" 

"I chanced to meet my sister at the station. Tracy 
had failed to keep his appointment. We went to 
'Forest Home' and found Lord Valmont dead. His re- 
volver lay upon the table. There seemed but one way . 
to clear his name and save my sister, and that was to* 
make his suicide appear to be a robbery and murder. 
So I took possession of the revolver. That is how it 
came into my keeping, and that is all I know about 
Lord Valmont's death. What I did was for my sister's 
sake. Further than that I am innocent of everything. 
Don't you believe me?" 

"Yes," answered the girl, pressing his hand. 

"And are you not sorry for what you have done?" 

"What have I done?" she inquired, quickly. 

"Destroyed all my pretty things and thrown them 
around. Could you not have had faith enough in me 
to know that, when I said I loved you, I meant it with 
all my heart and soul?" 

The girl began to trace figures on the carpet with 
her fingers. 

"Suppose,'* she returned, tremulously, "just suppose 
I didn't have faith enough in you — and just suppose 
that I was jealous and told the police all I know — that 
I saw you come from Lord Valmont's house after he 
was dead?" 

"You are too true a friend for that — ^too dear a little 
woman," said Tanner, confidently. 

"But if I did?" 

"Then I would hate and despise you. I would never 
want to see you again. Come, help me put the room to 
rights." 

With these words Tanner arose and began rear- 
ranging things in their proper places. But Little Ty- 
kie never moved. 

"Wouldn't you never want to Bee me agaia?** nh^ 
asked, with quivering lips. 
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"No, never again.'^ 

Tears welled up in the young girl's eyes. 

"Gee, but he hurts!" she exclaimed. Then, picking 

up the revolver from the desk, she began to toy with 

it, saying: "Mr. Tanner, I suppose you don't know 

1 »hat Lord Valmont never died by a bullet from this 

)istol." 

*' What's that?" he asked, eagerly, 

"Haggerty says," went on the girl, "that he was 
shot by a .44 calibre American revolver, and that the 
bullets were manufactured by the R. F. Tracy Gun and 
8teel Works of New Jersey." 

"Great God, if it should be so!" exclaimed Tanner, 
excitedly. "It is so; it must be so," 

"What must be so?" 

"That Tracy murdered Lord Valmont and made it 
appear as a suicide. Oh, it is horrible — horrible! And 
to think that my sister is with the wretch now — alone 
— in his power. I must go to her at once." 

"Yes, hurry, hurry!" urged Little Tykie, anxious to 
have him leave the premises before the detective re* 
turned. Nor was her anxiety unreasonable; for, while 
Tanner was in his bedroom preparing for his journey, 
Baggerty put in an appearance, dressed in the uniform 
of a chauffeur. 

"Tell Mr. Tanner that I have a note for him from 
Lady Valmont," he said, handing the girl an envelope. 
"It is important and demands an immediate answer." 

The girl's heart stood still with terror. 

Just then Tanner's voice called out: 
; "Who is that with you?" 

" "Say a man with a note from Lady Valmont," whis- 
pered Haggerty. 

When Little Tykie had repeated these words, the 
answer came back: 

"Send him in here." 

The girl saw the detective enter the bedroom and 
sank into a chair, trembling with apprehension. 

At this critical juncture the landlady's son entered. 
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**Is Mr. Tanner here?" he asked. 
•*Yeg,'*^repliea the girl, in frightened tones, 
"Well, tell him that there are five or Six cops waat- 
, ing for him.'' 

"Where? Where?'' 
/ "Down at the front 3oor." 

} "Oh," cried the girl, "run and tell jour mother not 

to let them in for just a little while." 

The boy ran off to do her bidding, and a moment 

. later a man, dressed in the uniform of a chanffeur^ 

came out of the bedroom, locked the door behind Mm,. 

and hurried out into the hall. 

While Little Tykie was wondering what it all meant^ 
, the poJice burst into the room. 

? "Just in time.' He's been packing up to leave," said 
* the leader, glancing around at the confusion of the 
I apstrtment. "Here, you fellows, go into the bedroom 
and get him." 
Two of the officers obeyed. 
All at once one of them cried out: 
"The room is full 6f chloroform!" 
"Bring out the prisoner!" con^manded their leader. 
In obedieince to this ordefr the policemen came forth 
from the bedroom, bearing an unconscious form be- 
tween them. 

Thej^ laid the figui^e on the floor and turned its face 
to the light. 
Then they all started back in amazement. 
It was Haggerty. 
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"Do yer think they'll catch him?" inquired Mra. 
O'Hann, when she had read this startling intelligence. 

"It's hard to tell/' replied the girl. 

The landlady conversed with her for a short time 
and then took her departure. 

Scarcely had the door closed behind her when the 
flkylight in the ceiling was cautiously opened and a 
man dropped down into the room. Little Tykie started 
to her feet in alarm; but recovered herself almost in- 
stantly; for she recognized in the intruder Henry Tan- 
ner. 

"Oh, it's you!" she exclaimed. 

Then, observing blood upon his coat-bleeve, she 
darted to his side, saying: 

"You're hurt — ^you're wounded!" 

"It is nothing," he returned. "The police fired two 
shots at me, and I received one of them. Is the door 
locked?" 

"No; but I'll lock it now," replied the girl. 

And, going to the door, she turned the key in the 
lock and sent the bolt home. 

This done she returned to the young man and helped 
him to a chair. 

"Oh, I'm so giad you're here with me," she said, 
adding: "But why did you come?" 

"1 just bad to come," he replied. 

"To see me?" 

"Yes, you are the only one I could come to." 

At this her face became radiant with delight. 

"dee, that sounds good!" she exclaimed. "Don't 
say no more, you might spoil it. Take off your coat." 

When he had complied with this command she 
washed and dressed his wound — ^^which was only a 
slight one — and bound tip his arm with her handker- 
chief. And, while she was so engaged, they conversed 
in whispers, casting anxious looks toward the door at 
every unusual sound. 
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"I have learned that my sister h 
jet,'^ said Tanner, "and God alone k 
have happened to her." 

"Yes.'' 

"So I tried to cross the river to Ne^ 

"Go on." 

"But I couldn't.'' 

"Whj?" 

"Because every ferry is watched by 

"So the papers announce." 

'*Gad!" exclaimed Tanner, impatiei 
don't realize how small a place New 
is wanted by the authorities." 

"And then?" 

"It is a little country village with 
end of every street." 

"How did you get here?" inquired tl 

"I tried to slip in through the fro 
plied; '^'but two detectives saw me. I 
Then I made up the stoop of a house 
the block and passed thEough the o] 
roof. Then across the housetops to t 
your room, dearest." 

And with that he put his arm aroui 
kissed her. 

She submitted to his embrace with 
and, looking up at him with eyes bea 
returned : 

"I like that word ^Dearest.' There ; 
to say after you've spoken that. Say i 

He repeated the word, and then s 
more serious. 

"Do you know what I mean to do?" 

"No," she answered. "What?" 

"I am going to get my sister and mi 

"And leave me behind?" 
p "Never," he answered fervently. ' 
you with us, of course.'* 

"Where?" 
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"Listen. There is a ship that sails from this port at 
live to-morrow morning. I think I can manage to get 
passage for us under assumed names, and if we can 
•nly get on board without exciting suspicion — i — " 
He broke off suddenly and arose. 
"But we are wasting time/' he said, "and time is 
everything to me just now. Are you wijlling to help 
me?" 

"Just try me," replied the girl. "What is it yon 
want me to do?" 

"I must get word to my sister. Will you go to Jer- 
sey City for me? I can't cross the ferry myself." 

"You bet I will!^' she exclaimed. 

"Then make ready and go to Tracy's Steel and Gun 
Works without delay. That devil has got my sister in 
his power." 

"What makes you. think so?" 

"Because otherwise she would have returned by 
this time." 

"And you want me to bring her back?" 

"Yes." 

Bang! Bang!. Bang! 

The door shook violently in its frame as someone in 
the hall outside pounded upon the panels. 

"Open the door quickly or I'll break it in!" shouted 
a voice outside. 

*'Haggerty!" whispered Little Tykie, tremblings with 
fright. 

"Answer him," said Tanner. 

With a prodigious effort the girl gasped out* ' 

"Who's there?" 

"None of your business! Open the door!" responded 
Haggerty. 

"But I'm in bed," said the girl. Then, pointing to 
a closet in which she kept her clothes, she whispered 
hurriedly to her lover: 

"Quick, go in there and hide!" 

Tknner lost no time in obeying her instructions, 
after which she crawled into her bed that stood in aa 



/ 
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'At this the wily girl pretended to be greatly ex- 
ioited. 

"Tanner?" she cried. "Say, did yon get him? I'm 
80 glad. Put me wise, what are you going to do with 
him, now that you've got him?" 

"We haven't got him," roared Haggerty. "It's my 
opinion yoti know more about him than you are willing 
to tell.'' 

"You bet your life I do," answered the girl. 

"What do you know?'' 

"I know that he's crazy about Lady Valmont, and if 
he was in this room now, I'd tell him he could go to 
her for all I cared." 

"Then you haven't seen him to-night?" 

*'Oh, yes I have." 

^' Where?" 

"I saw him sitting on that chair behind you, and he 
put his arms around me and kissed me." 

"Go on." 

"Then you came and w.oke me up" — with feigned 
innocence. "Gee, that was an awful pretty dream! 
Say, did you have any dreams when Tanner gave you 
chloroform?" 

The irony in her tone and manner rendered the de- 
tective furious. That he, the shrewdest man in the 
Central Office, should be badgered by a mere chit of 
a girl was more than he could bear. He was strongly 
tempted to give way to an outburst of wrath; but, 
realizing that he would be playing into her hands if 
he did, he controlled himself with an effort and said, 
<;almly: 

"One of two things is certain, young lady. You are 
t?ither the craftiest little woman in the world, or the 
most innocent — two qualities for which I have the pro- 
foundest respect. It is apparent that Tanner did not 
come here, so I won't waste any more time." 

And with that he started toward the door. 

Suddenly a drop of blood on the floor attracted his 
:attention. 
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He stopped shorty bent over and examined it criti- 
cally. 

"Blood!" he muttered. "Where did it come from?'^ 

While speaking he looked up and saw the open sky- 
light 

The next instant an expression of sudden enlighten- 
, ment animated his face and, drawing a revolver, he 
leaped upon a dresser that stood underneath the sky- 
light and pulled himself through the opening to the 
roof. 

• No sooner had he disappeared than Little Tykie 
•sprang from the bed and darted to the closet where 
Tanner was in hiding. 

"Quick!" she whispered, opening the door. "Yotfve 
not a moment to lose. Haggerty has gone up on the 
roof after you; but may return at any moment." 

But instead of a man emerging from the closet, it 
was a woman. 

On entering the hiding place, Tanner had found a 
quantity of feminine attire hanging on the hooks, and 
had availed himself of the opportunity to put on a 
disguise. 

On beholding him Little Tykie uttered an amazed 
cry and started back. 

Then she beckoned him to follow her to the door. 

"Come," she said, "there is not a second to spare. *' 

As she spoke she threw the door wide open. 

A policeman stood upon the threshold. 

"Sorry, miss," he said. "It's orders." 

It was a critical situation, but the girl proved equal 
to it. 

"What, another policeman?" she cried. Then she 
turned to Tanner. 

"Well, Mrs. Smith," she said, "if you really fiaust 
go, ni see you to the top of the stairs." 

But the policeman would not permit it. 

"The lady cannot pass," he said. "It's orderft.*^ 
J At this the girPs heart sank within her. 
I AU at once Tanner sprang forward, threw the po- 
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liceman to the floor and placed his hand over hi» 
mouth to prevent an outcry. 

Then he turned to Little Tykie. 

"Quick, bring me some towels!'' he commanded. 

The girl obeyed, and between them they bound and 
gagged f he* oflicer and carried him into the room. 

Tanner looked down upon the captive with^ sarcas- 
tic smile. 

"It may be orders," he said; "but this is not quite 
what you expected. You'll not follow this lady to- 
night." 

"Hadn't we better place him on the bed?" asked the 
giri. 

"Yes." 

Accordingly they lifted him from the floor and con- 
veyed him to the bed, where they tucked him in so 
effectually that only the top of his head showed above 
the covers. 

This done, they hurried through the door, closing 
and locking it behind them. 

A few moments later Haggerty returned from the 
iiouse-tops from a fruitless search for Tanner. Seeing 
that the bed was still occupied he went to it and 
shook It violently. 

'*Bee here, miss," he said, "no more of your d 

fooling. I maan business. Where is Tanner?" 

No answer.. 

"Where is Tanner?" he repeated. 

Still no reply. 

Beside himself with rage he tore the covers from 
the figure and beheld the policeman he had left out- 
ride tiie door, bound hand and foot and gagged. 

"Well, I'll be d -dl" he exclaimed. 

Then he rushed frantically to the door and tried to 
open it. 

He found it locked and himself a prisoner. 

In this contest between the girl and the detective 
*lie girl had won. v 
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..• CHAPTER VIII. 

I*ADY VALMONT^S ADVENTUKES, 

Wkile these events were taking place on the New 
York side of the Hudson River, other events of an 
equally exciting character were transpiring on the 
New Jersey side. 

After her interview with her brother, Lady Valmont 

had proceeded to the Tracy Steel and Gun Works, on 

the Hackensack meadows, near Jersey City, and* asked 

to see the proprietor. She was shown into his office by 

< Mr. Nairs, the foreman, and told to wait his coming. 

Accordingly she took a seat at a window overlook- 

- ing the foundry yard and passed the time by watching 

: the men at their work. It was an interesting specta- 

: cle — ^these half-naked men passing to and fro in the 

glow and smoke of the huge chimneys and furnaces — 

: and fiAie became so absorbed in its contemplation that 

. she failed to note the flight of time. 

It was not until the foreman returned to the office 
on an errand that she was recalled to herself. 

"Surely Mr. Tracy will be here now shortly?" she 
said. 

"Yes, ma^am, he *phoned me to expect him/* an- 
swered Nairs. 
Lady Valmont glanced at the office clock. 
"Heavens!'' she exclaimed, with a start. "It is a 
> quarter to twelve. I have been waiting here three 
hours. What will they think of me at Forest Home? 
Midnight, and I not returned." 

She arose and, starting toward the door, continued: 
' "Tell Mr. Tracy I will call again to-morrow,*^ 
j But Nairs intercepted her, saying: '■ ^ 

\ 
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"You will have to wait for Mr. Tracy, madam." 

She looked at him in surprise. 

"You surely do not mean that I cannot go if T 
wish?'' she asked. 

"It is Mr. Tracy's command that you wait here till 
he comes." 

"Do you realize to whom you are speaking?" sha 
cried, indignantly. 

"I know who gives me my commands," he replied^, 
adding: "The ironmaster is not a man one dares to- 
disobey." 

- "But he would not dare to keep me here," she pro-^ 
tested. 

At that moment the ironmaster entered the office ia 
person* 

"I. can best reply to that myself," he said. ^ "Yoii 
^^y S^9 Nairs." 

When the foreman had withdrawn he motioned: 
Lady Valmont to be seated and, taking a chair oppo-' 
site her, remarked casually: 

^*I received word that you were here three hour*, 
ago," 

"And you kept me waiting all this time? V 

"Yes," he answered, grimly. "It would, have heem 
better for both^of us if I had not come at alL" 

She regarded him with open-eyed astonishment. 

"Better?" she said. "Why?" 

"Do you want to know why?" he answered, lower- 
ing his voice to an intense, passionate whisper. "Be- 
cause for three mortal hours I have been fighting that 
eternal battle of the good against the bad in my na- , 
ture." ' 

"And the good won?" 

"No, it lost," he retorted fiercely. "I've thrown? 
everything respectable out of my life forever." 

"What do you mean?" she asked, in frightened 
tones. 

"That what I want I'll have," he cried, "and what 
I can't have, I'll t^ke." ^ 
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Although terrified beyond meaBure^ she tried fo 
langh awaj his desperate mood. 

"Nonsense! I've brought you the Valmont jewels. 
You remember, you were to give me back the bonds 
for them." 

"And what will you do with the bonds?" 

"Keturn them to the British Government and clear 
my dead husband's honor." 

At this the ironmaster's lip curled in scorn. 

"Do you place so high a price upon a^ dead man's 
honor?" he asked, cynically. 

"Fes," she replied. 

"But supposing that I refuse to return the bonds?'^ 

Bhe shrugged her shoulders and smiled. 

"Then why am I here?" she asked. "Why ask me to 
bring the jewels if you mean to refuse me?" 

Again his voice was low and intense as he answered: 

"I refuse nothing; promise nothing. I'm coming 
straight to the point. I intend to tell you why you are 
here without sparing either you or myself. I've done 
all the fighting I'm going to do for the decent thing 
within me while I paced back and forth for three long 
hours before I came here. I fought my battle then 
and I lost, do you understand, lost." 

"I shall not listen to you," she said, shuddering. 

"You shall listen," he cried, passionately. "You 
don't know what I have sacrificed for you." 

"For me?" 

"Yes, you — ^you. You laughed at me once. Your 
laughter was the lash that drove me on. I told you 
that I would become rich. Well, haven't I kept my 
word? My castle of air I've hammered into steel and 
iron. For you I've built my bridges, skyscrapers, 
made things of war and peace; for you -accomplished 
everything. And what was my harvest? The an* 
Bouncement of your wedding to Lord Valmont." 

"But you knew I would never marry you," she pr<>- 
tested. 
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*^Ha! Ha! Ha! I knew you would marry me Just 
as surely as I know it now," he said. 

"What do you mean?" she gasped in terror. 

"In ten minutes my men will come here for their 
pay. Now you know why you are here. What will ^ 
the world say when it learns that the proud Lady Val- 
mont was alone during the small hours of the morn- 
'ing with Richard Tracy?" 

"You fiend!" 

"Your husband dead only a few weeks," he went 
on, "and a note making an appointment with the same 
Mr. Tracy on the very day Lord Valmont shot himself 
is still in existence." 

At this astonishing intelligence Lady Valmont's 
bosom heaved and her eyes flashed indignation. 

"Then you did send him a fcfvged copy of the un- 
fortunate note I sent you?" she cried. 

"Yes." 

"Why did you keep the original?" 

"Because you would have destroyed it if I had re- 
-tumed it to you. Besides, I love your letters, Edith." 

"The excuse of a coward!" she exclaimed. 

"Coward?" he echoed. "Ah, no, you laughed at the 
ambition of the youth, and you make light > of the 
demon in the man. But you will And one just as true 
as the other." 

"What do you mean?" 

"That my life Started with you and it will also end 
;with you," he replied. 

"Have you lost all sense of honor, of respect?" she 
' cried. 

"Everything but you," he answered. "History 1» 
r!gplete with* good deeds and bad deeds done in the 
name of woman. I've finished with the good. You 
^ave now to deal with a man of steel and iron. What 
I want I take, and I want you." 

He arose and approached her, the demon glaring la 
Wa eyes; but just as he was about to seize her, a knock 
Bounded on the door. 
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■ "Who is it?" he asked, angrily, 
' "It is I, Nairs." 

"What do you want?" 

"A reporter wishes to see you, sir," replied the 
foreman. 

"Do you know the reporter's name?" 

'^It is Mr. Tanner, of the New York Wire/^ 

The ironmaster reflected a moment and then said: 

"Show the. reporter in." 

When the foreman had left the oflBce, the ironmaster 
turned to Lady Valmont and remarked: 

"A reporter for the Wire will be here in a few mo- 
ments. Do you wish him to see you here?" 

Now Lady Valmont had not heard that the reporter 
in question was her brother, as Nairs had spoken his 
name in a whisper and she was too much frightened at 
the time to hear anything. So the idea of having a 
newspaper man see her in her present compromising^ 
situation filled her with alarm. 

"No, no," she protested. "In mercy^s name have, 
some consideration for my reputation. He will prob- 
ably know who I am. Then how am I to explain my 
presence here at this late hour?" 

"I leave that with you," returned Tracy. 

"Ah, that is cruel," she said; "for I am completely 
in your power." 

"Very well," j»aid Tracy, "go into the inner offioe- 
He shall never know you are here. I promise that." 

"Oh, thank you! Thank you!" she ezelaimed. 

When he had shown her into the little rpom and 
closjed the door and locked it, he returned to his seat i 
and awaited the visit of the reporter. J 

A moment later Tanner entered. 

"Are you the reporter who desired an interview?'* 
asked the ironmaster. 

"I am." 

"Will you kindly state your name?" 

"Mr. Jefson, of the Wire," answered Tanner. 

"Well, Mr. Jefson, what can I do for ypui?" 
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The young man drew a chair up opposite the iron- 
master and inquired slowly: 

"Where were you on the night of Lord Valmont'a 
murder?" 

"What a curious question to ask!" returned Tracy* 

"Perhaps; but I have a very good reason for asking 
It." 

"I presume you have," said Tracy. "Let me think. 
What was the date of that murder?'? 

"April the fifth," returned Tanner. 

The ironmaster thought a moment and then replied: 

"I was on board my private yacht on that date." 

"Thank you! The police believe they have found! 
the murderer of Lord Valmont." 

"Have they arrested him?" 

"Not yet." 
' ^' Who is the guilty party?" 

"Henry Tanner, so they claim.". 

"What, you?" 

At this Tanner rose and looked Tracy straight in the 
eyes. 

"Ah, I see you know who I am," he said. 

"Yes," was the quiet answer. "You are Henry 
Tanner, the brother of _ Lady Valmont. Do the police 
know that also?" 

"No more than they know how Lord Valmont came 
to his death." 

"He committed suicide," said Tracy. 

"No, he was murdered." 

"Bah!" exclaimed the ironmaster, in disgust. "You 
ought to know, Mr. Tanner, that that robbery and mur- 
der story don't go down with me." 

"NdJ but the murder part does." 

'^Suicide." 

"I said murder, besides cheating, lying and swin- 
dling trusting people out of their British Government, 
bonds." 

At this Tracy looked at him aghast and his lower 
jaw droi^ed. / 
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"Wait, Vm not tlirongh yet," went 
must add the delaying of Lady Vain 
here against her will." 

"I didn't catch that last remark," 

"I said that my sister is here now 
"Wliore is she?" 

*'I do not know what you mean?" re 
master. 

•'Oh, yes you do," cried the younj 
'^^Bhe is here now, and I want her. Wh 

eJust then tlie foreman entered the o 

The ironmaster turned to him and 

^'Nairs, has there been a lady hert 
night?" 

"No, sir," answered the foreman. 

"You see?" 

"I see that you are both lying," crie 
sister passed through the north gate c 
jiiglit at quarter past eiglit o^clock." 

"How do you know that?" 

"The watchman told me so." 

"Your sister, sir?" said Nairs. "Cou 
that tlie girl who was just hurt in the 
j^our sisler?" 

"My sister hurt?" gasped Tanner, i 

^^It is possible, sir." 

'*\VJiere? How?" 

"^i'os, Nairs," put in Tracy, "do tel 

";-(iuck by a freight car, sir." 

Tniier trembled and turned pale. 

*' V iiere is she now?" he asked, fai 

'I fion't know„" returned the forem 
tliii,!: they sent her to the hospital. ] 
iind out.'- 

"^s'iiy not?" asked Tracy. 

"Because I thought it my duty to 
^ent to you without delay." 

"That was right." 

Sucidenly Tanner cried out: 
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**As I'm a living man, if you two are lying to me,. 
I'll make you regret it.'' 

"Lying to you?" said Tracy. "Why, sir, I wouldn't 
have Lady Valmont hurt for all the world. Go quickly, 
find out the truth about her injuries and let me know." 

"I will," answered Tanner. 

And he rushed out of the door like a madman. 

When the door had closed behind him, the ironmas* 
' ter leaned back in his chair and burst into a fit of un- 
controllable laughter. 

"Great, Nairs!" he exclaimed. "You did that splen- 
didly. I couldn't have done better myself. You are a 
wonderful liar — wonderful. What a capital story. 
Ha! Ha! Ha!" ' ' 

And again he laughed uproariously. 

"I beg your pardon, sir!" said Nairs, solemnly. "I 
do not see why you laugh so." 

"Why, we've sent him off on a fool's errand — don't 
you see?" 

"But suppose he finds her?" 

"Finds who?" 

"His sister." 

"Why, his sister is in my private office now." 

"Then who is the girl who was hurt?" 

The ironmaster looked at him in amazement. 

"Why, you don't mean that there was a girl hurt?'^^ 

"Yes, sir, in the freight yard as I have said," am- 
swered the foreman. 

At that moment four men entered the office, carry- 
ing a stretcher upon which lay a little figure covered 
with a blanket. 

When they reached the center of the room they de- 
posited their burden on the floor and stood with un- 
covered heads in the presence of their stern employer.. 
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"Nairs, get the factory doctor, Barton, right away. 
He knows what to do in these cases." 

"Is that all, sir?" 

"No. Find out who the girl is, and get her home as 
soon as possible." * 

"And then?." 

"Persuade her folks to sign a paper clearing us from 
damages. Xou know how such matters are arranged." 

"Ye% sir." 

The foreman started toward the door; but Tracy 
called him back. 

"One word more," he said. "That fellow. Tanner, 
may be back at any moment and we want to get out of 
his reach, so that, when ho next hears of his sister, she 
will be my wife. Have you arranged everything as I 
ordered?" 

"Yes, sir. You'll find the trunks at the pier." 

"Good! We cannot get away too quickly." 

"Why, what's the special hurry, sir?" 

The ironmaster placed his hand upon the foreman's 
shoulder and answered, confidently: 

"Nairs, you know everything, so I might as well tell 
you the truth. Tanner half suspects that I am the 
guilty party in this Valmont affair. It's a nasty busi- 
ness. 

"True, sir. It is." 

"God!" exclaimed the ironmaster. "I never in- 
tended to shoot Lord Valmont when I went to visit 
him that night. It all happened so quickly that I had 
no time to reflect. A few hot words, two shots and 1 
found myself standing over his dead body with a smok- 
ing revolver in my hand." 

He passed his hand across his brow and went on: 

"I lifted him to a chair and his revolver slipped 
from his pocket. The sight of the weapon inspired 
jne with an idea. I realized that my one hope of es- 
■cape was to make the tragedy appear like a suicide. 
Ah, I 8ha:il never forget the look in his eyes as he sat 
there, dead, staring at me!" 
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^^^Well, sir, what's done can't be undon^" said the 
foreman, by way of consolation. 

"You are right," returned Tracy, recovering his, self- 
possession with a supreme effort. "The past cannot 
be recalled, and we must look to the future. Whercf 
are those British Government bonds?" 

"In your vault, sir," answered Nairs. "In the thiru"^ 
box on the right-hand side." 

"Thank yoUj Nairs! Now you may go and fetch the 
doctor." 

When the foreman had gone, the ironmaster pro^ 
ceoded to the safe and began turning the combination^ 
It was one of those massive ones that are built in the 
walls and are intended for the safe-keeping of books, 
as well as- securities. 

Just as he was opening the iron door, Lady Valmont 
called out from his private office: 

"Mr. Tracy, unlock this door and let me out." 

"In a moment, Lady Valmont," he returned. 

But it was not his intention of releasing her from> 
her imprisonment until he secured the bonds and had 
the injured girl removed from the office. So he paid 
no further heed to her knockings; but deliberately en-, 
tered the safe. 

The next instant the figure on the stretcher sprang^ 
up, darted to the vault, closed the iron door and turned 
the combination. 

It was Little Tykie who had adopted this way of 
gaining admittance to the ironmaster's office, after she 
had been repeatedly refused by the watchman. 

"Gee!" she exclaimed with a grin, "I wonder if ^ 
this bunch take me for a Kube? I've been dodgin'? 
trolley cars and cabs all my life, and does anybody 
suppose I'd get struck by a slow freight? Not much. 
They wouldn't let me in, so I just let them carry me 
in, that's all." ^ 

Presently her attention was attracted by another 
violent knocking on the door of the private office. 
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*^Will you unlock this door at once?'' demanded a 
•woman's voice. 

"Sure thing, I will," responded the girl. 

And she suited the action to the words. 

When Lady Valmont came ^orth from her imprison-f 
ment she was surprised to find that there was no one 
in the office but the girl. 

"Where is Mr. Tracy?" she inquired. 

"Oh, it's all right," said Little Tykie. "I }u»t put 
him in cold storage. Don't worry. It's all in the 
family.'^ 

"Family?" echoed Lady Valmont, 

"Yes," replied the girl. "I ain't one of the family 
just jet; but I'm going to be." . 

Lady Valmont gazed at her in utter bewilderment, 

"I do not understand," she said. 

"Well, you see," explained the girl, "I'm dead stuck 
on your brother and he's dead gone on me. And you're 
going to be my sister-in-law. And we're going to live 
happy ever afterwards as the novel books say." 

"Are you addressing me?" 

"Nope. Just giving you a line of chatter to put you 
wise. Don't you know me?" . ^ 

"I most certainly do not," replied the lady. 
' "Well, I'm Little Tykie." 

"Little what?" 

''Tykie," repeated the girl, adding: "You see, 
ma'am, your brother, Mr. Tanner, is my finance." : 

"Your what?" 

"My finance, whatever that may be, and th^ police 
have got him booked for Sing Sing." . 

Lady Valmont started. 

"How do you know that?" she cried. 

"Oh, you needn't be alarmed," answered the giri. 
''He'll never go there, 'cause Mr. Tracy is the gazabo 
what murdered your husband, take it from me." 

"What's that you say?" asked Lady Valmont 
quickly. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE GIRL AND THE DBTBCTIVB. §5 

"I will obey you, child," said Lady Valxnont. 

And, embracing the girl again, she h^^I:ied out of; 
the oflSce. ^ 

Scarcely had Lady Valmont taken her depiurturei 
when Little Tykie heard footsteps approaching trom< 
th^ direction of the foundry. . > •' 

• "I'll have to play injured iagain,'' she muttered; ^ ' 

And hurrying to the stretcher, dhie resumed her* 
iormer position upon it and feigned undpiii^ciotrsness. 

Presently Nairs entered th^ bfficie and,' approabhii^gl 
the stretcher, gazed down upon her ^andmurinuij^d, 
sympathetically : ' '^ :, ;V , 

"Poor little devil! The doctor will baye a hard job 
to save her. Still unconscious and I hope Out ot pain. 
What a sad little face she has!'' , ^ 

Having indulged his sympathies to' this ekteixt, he 
looked around for the ironmaster. 

He was nowhere to be seen. 

"Strange!" reflected the foreman. "I wonder, whiat 
can have taken him away." . \ ^ 

Just then he heard a faint fetiocking coming frpm^ 
the direction of the vault. 

He crossed to it, placed his ear agaihst the iroil.dbor 
and listened, intently. ; 

Tap! Tap! Tap! Tap! 

There was no mistaking the significance of, the 
.sounds this time. Some one y^as inside the vault./ 

"Great Heavens!" exclaiitied Nair^, the perspiration 
standing on his forehead, "Some one is robbing the 
•safe." ' . 

Then, drawing his revolver, he^ turned the combina- 
tion to the correct numbers and slowly opened the 
door. ', : . ■ ,' 

To his amazement the ironmaster staggered out and 
rtell exhausted into his arms: " , r 

"What has happened, master?" inqtiired Nairs. , 

"Air! Air!" gasped Tracy. ' '• ' 

Ifairs supported him to a chair and then threw opea 
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the office windowi 
covered from his i 

"How did it haj 

"I don't know," 
Valmont?" 

The foreman lo< 
^ s wered : 

"Gone, sir." 

"Gone?" cried T 
locked me in. Bu 
no, I've lost my so 
You head her off 
search for her in 
her for me, do you 

"Yes, sir; I'll r 
Nairs. 

The two men rui 
demons. 

The next momei 
stretcher. 

"I'll find Lady \ 

And she hurried 
imperiled ladj. 
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CHAPTER X. 

IN THE JAWS OP DEATH, 

Meanwhile Lady Valmont had been vainly endeav- 
oring to find an exit from the foundry yard. 

At an earlier hour she might have found some one 
to direct her, but now work for the night had stopped 
and the men had gone home. Wherever she turned 
she found the same high brick wall confronting her. 
And all within it was deserted and as silent as the 
grave. 

At last she entered a building that was filled with 
gigantic machinery — large drills, lathes, and in a cor- 
ner an enormous triphammer. In the faint light of a 
few gas jets that were burning here and there it 
loomed like some grotesque monster. 

As she was crossing this great work-room she sud- 
denly encountered the ironmaster. 

"I have found you at last," he cried, catching her 
around the waist. 

She struggled to free herself from his embrace. 
/^Let me go!" she exclaimed, in frightened tones. 
**Hov/ dare you?" 

"Dare?" he echoed. "You tried to suffocate me, did 
tiyou? Well, you shall; but it will be with kisses." 

"Oh, you contemptible cur!" she retorted. 

"Listen to me!" he cried, catching her wrists and 
swinging her around so that she faced him. "I am 
going to have you now. We are going to sail for 
England together. You are going to be my wife, do 
jou hear? My wife." 

^^Never!" 
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While she was battling furiously to free herself^ 
Tanner arrived upon the scene, and, seeing his sister 
In the grasp of the ironmast(ir, rushed to her rescue^ 

"Let go of her!" he commanded, seizing Tracy hy 
the throat. "Let go, you vampire, or Fll choke the life 
out of you." » V 

The ironmaster released the woman and grappled 
with the man. 

"Ha! Her brother!" he roared, 

' "Yes, her brother, and your doomsman," returned 
the youag man,, fiercely. "You murderer, I know what 
yoli dre, and as sure as there is a God in heaven, you'll 
hang for your crimes-" 

<^Not until, J have made an end of you!" exclaimed 
Tracy. 

. As he uttered thesC: words he threw his arms sud- 
'dfenly? around. Tanner's waist and rushed him toward 
:a yawning furnace in. which the fire was still blazing. 
Lady.iValmont shrieked in dismay. 

"Oh; Henry! Henry!" 

Her cries seemed to give her brother strength; for, 
with a ()uiick movement, he broke loose from Tracy's 
hold and threw him : yiolentlj. backward. 

The next instant he was at his sister's side. 
: ' "€ome;" he said. : ; 

■But before she co^ld obey the ironmaster came at 
him again like an enraged bull. 

It was evident that.thi^ was to be a fight to the 
'.'death. . \.. i ./..-...'•'•• 

The savage glint of the contestants' eyes as they 
«ame together left no room for doubt on this score. 
It was the Hght of . hatred on one side and a wilii de- 
sire for vengeance on thei other, ., 

. As they mme together for the second time the two 
fell to the earth, locked in an embrace feafful and 
silent. For severe seconds they lay as still as statues^ 
tHftly the: heaving breath ai^d. the muscles taut as steel 
wire proclaiming tlAe9i.UTtog;n^^ii* Then their t)odie» 
' .began to 0M»Ye., :: • .,( -.},,,- \ ,• ..,■.,■'■■, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE GIRL. AND THE DETEOTIVB. gQ 

Then slowly the ironmaster's arm encircled the 
young man's neck. With a sudden twist he brotrght 
his body around and the arm slid forward until the 
.t^^rong fingers reached the throat. 

I "D xi you!" he hissed. *'It's your life or mine 

: now, and I'll make sure that you go first.'' 

Then, while he held Tanner in a vise-liki^ grip, he 
. went on : 

"Yes, you go first and your sister with you. She 

~ ruined my life. I might have been a decent man but 

for her. She killed all the good in me, and it's only 

: just that she should suffer for it. Yes, you'll both 

, burn on earth as I will bum in hell." 

As he finished he tightened his grip on Tanner's 
throat. 
3 Half strangled, the young man made a last despair- 
ing effort and once again the two staggered to their 
' feet. On Tracy's face was a fighting fury that made 
him resemble a demon. His jaws were clenched, his 
. teeth exposed, his mouth was devilish to look at. 
Tanner's face was blue and his legs unsteady. If 
was apparent that he was nearly strangled. He ieii 
himself going. His head reeled and the air grew 
black around him. 

Suddenly Tracy put forth all his strength and seiz- 
ing the young man in his mighty arms, bore him to the 
trip hammer. 

'*Now I've got you!'* he roared, as he placed him 
on the sliding platform that was situated in frcmt of 
the tremendous missile. 

As Tanner lay there, choked into unconsciousness, 
the ironinaster pulled a lever, and the huge steel ham- 
naer began to rise and fall with a noise like thunder. 
The platform with Tracy's victim upon it began to 
move closer and closer to the terrific engine. 

The sight was too much for Lady Valmont and she 
fell in a dead faint upon the floorv Observing this, 
Tracy picked her up, carried her te the moving plat- 
form and placed her beside her unconscious brother. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

HAGGERTY AT HOME. 

Detective Haggerty occupied a suite of rooms in aa 
uptown apartment house. 

They were modestly furnished— the only evidences 
of his profession being a revolving frame containing 
the photographs of noted criminals that stood in a 
corner of the sitting rooin, a roller top desk opposite 
it whose pigeon holes bristled with reports^ and a few\ 
book cases containing the reviews of celebrated trials 
and various works on medical jurisprudence and crim- 
inology. 

This sitting room served as the detective's study and 
in it he passed many hours each day in unraveling 
difficulties and devising traps to catch his victims. 
The presiding genius of the place was a shrewd and 
silent Chinaman, named Lee Sou, whom Haggerty 
trusted more than any one on earth. 

It was four o'clock in the morning. 

Lee Sou was sleeping on a rug in front of the arch- 
way communicating with the detective's bedroom so 
that his master could not fail to awaken him when he 
returned home to sleep. He had been watching for 
his arrival until past midnight and was greatly fa- 
tigued. Therefore his slumber was sound. 
' The clock had just struck the hour when a key 
turned in the hall door, the door opened and Haggerty 
entered, looking completely fagged out. Proceeding 
to his bedroom he stumbled over Lee Sou. 

The Chinaman sprang to his feet with a bound. 
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And, going to the desk, he took a revolver from one 
of the drawers. 

"Put np that gun!'' commanded Haggerty, laughing. 
*'You couldn't scare that girl with a Gatling." 

Then, sinking into a chair opposite her, he added: 

"I remember trying to awaken her once. This time 
I'll wait until she does so of her own accord." 

Just then Little Tykie yawned and opened her eyes- 

"Gee, I was awful sleepy," she said. 

"I've heard that remark from you before," returned 
the detective. 

"It's on the level this time," said the girl. "Say, dv> 
you know that I've been waiting for you, -Haggerty ?"^ 

"Mr. Haggerty, if you please," remarked the detec- 
tive, dryly. 

The girl grinned. 
' "Oh, forget it!" she exclaimed. "This ain't no after- 
noon tea. I came here on business." 

"You're not going to make me marry you, are you?'^ 
asked Haggerty, with a smile^ 

"Why do you ask that?" 

"I don't know; but I believe you've got the grit to 
do it." 

"Oh, you can't kid me," returned the girl. "I'm ia 
dead earnest now." 

"Are you?" 

"Yes. You want the truth?" 

"Certainly." 

"Well, I'm going to tell it to you." 

Haggerty shrugged his shoulders. 

"I wouldn't believe you on a stack of Bibles as high* 
as this room," he said. 

"Wouldn't you?" 

"No." 

"Well, you are going to believe me," returned the 
girl, "and what's more, you are going to do just what 
I say." V 

Her assurance amused the detective greatly. 
: "How about that, Lee?" he asked. 
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"Ok, cut out the Chinaman!'^ she exclaimed. "I un- 
derstand jou, Haggertj. They say you^re a bulldog 
that hangs on like grim death; that your heart is a 
leaden bullet; that you hunt your victims down wlth» 
out mercy; but you ain't going to do that when you 
know you^re wrong, are you?" 

"Perhaps not. What do you mean?" 

"That you're wrong now, only you don't know it'^ 

"Indeed?" 

"Yes, and I'm going to put you wise." 

There was something in her tone and manner that 
aroused the detective's curiosity. For a few moments 
he looked at her searchingly, puffing great rings of 
smoke into the air. 

Then, in puzzled tones, he asked: 

"I wonder what's your little game?" 

"It's no game," she returned, with intense earnest- 
ness. "I want to see the square thing done, that's 
all." 

"Oh, you do?" 

"Yes," she answered, "and as I've got no one to help 
me, I want you to be my friend." 

At this Haggerty puckered up his mouth and gave 
vent to a low, shrill whistle. 

"You think I'm not on the level,'^ she continued, "be- 
cause I helped Tanner get away." 

"No," said Haggerty, "I think you're loyal, that's 
all." 

I "You just bet I am!" she exclaimed. "And what* s 
more, you're going to be loyal too." 

"Oh, I am, eh?" 
' "Yes." 

^*Why are you so sure of that?" 

"Because Henry Tanner never murdered Lord Val- 
m^nt, nqr he didn't steal nothing. But I can tell ^/ou 
who did." 

"Now you're going to tell me that yon did," nivied 
Haggerty, with an admiring smile. "By Jove? some ' 
of you women are wonders." t 
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"I did nothing of the kind," cried Little Tykie, an- 
grily. "You make me tired.'^ 

^You hear, Lee?'^ said Haggerty, laughing. "Now 
I make her tired. A moment ago I was to be her 
friend." 

"She allee samee big bluff," returned Lee Sou. 

The girl arose^ her face flushed with indignation. ^ 

"Oh, that's the way you treat me, when I came here 
to deal with you on the square?" she cried. "Are you 
going to listen to my story?" 

"No," returned the detective. "I've listened to yoii 
too long as it is. I've heard all I want to hear front 
you." 

"Very well, then, I will go," said the girl. 

And sne started toward the door. 

At a signal from his master, Sou intercepted her. 

"What does this mean?" asked Little Tykie, looking; 
from the Chinaman to the detective, inquiringly. 

"It means that we like your company," replied Hag- 
gerty, with a tantalizing smile. 

"But I want to leave," she persisted. 

"I dare say," was the quiet reply; "but, my girl, we 
don't always get what we want." 

If the detective expected her to lose her temper at 
being thus dealt with, he reckoned falsely. For, in- 
stead, she returned quietly to 4:he armchair and settled 
herself comfortably in it as if for a long nap. 

"You can call me when breakfast is ready, Hag- 
gerty," she said. 

Then she closed her eyes. 

At the girl's unexpected course of conduct, the de- 
tective was bewildered. 

"I'M be hanged if I can really make you out," he 
said, transfixing her with his keen eyes. 

"Oh, I wish you wouldn't bother me!" she returned, 
fretfully. "Why don't you let me go to sleep?" 

"Because you came here for a purpose," he an- 
swered, resolutely, "and I'm going to find out what it 
is.^> 
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^'The man what tried to kill them.'* 

"I mean what was his name?'^ 

"Mr. R. F. Tracy." 

This bold statement was too much for the patience 

of the detective. That sufch an accusation should be 

brought against the rich ironmaster, and by a mere 

girl of the streets, seemed to him the height of impu- 

1 dence. So he blurted out savagely: 

"Ydu impudent little liar! What do you expect to 
gain by accusing a man of Mr. Tracy's standing of such 
a crime?" 

"Nothing for myself." 

"What then?" 

"Justice for the man I love," replied the girl. 

"Henpy Tanner?" 

"Yes." 

"Do you know where he is?" 

"No." 

"But you were with him last night?" 

"Yes, with him and his sister, Lady Valmont," an- 
swered the girl. 

"Then how does it happen that you do not know 
where they are this morning?" 

"Well, they were the two persons I saved from get- 
ting murdered," explained Little Tykie, "After we 
^ot away from the steel works I lost them in the 
darkness, and " 

Here her lips began to tremble and she paused. 

"And what?" inquired Haggerty. 

"He said last night he was going away," was the 
sorrowful reply. 

*^'You speak the truth for once," said the detective. 
"Tanner is going away." 

"How do you know that?" 

^^Through my men." 

"Where is he going?" 

"To Europe," answered Haggerty. "He will try to 
get away on one of the steamers that sail this morn- 
ing." 
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"Going without me?'' 

"It seems so." 

"Are you sure?" 

"Quite. A gentleman secured passage last night on 
the Oceanic for himself and sister," 

"The Oceanic," repeated the girl. "That's what I 
came to find out. That's him all right." 

"Were you to be his sister?" asked Haggerty. 

"Not on your life," cried the girl. "I'm going to be 
his wife and I'm going now." 

She started again toward the door; but ere she 
reached it it was opened with a latch-key from outside 
Hnd one of Haggerty's assistants entered 
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CHAPTER XIL i 

TRAPPED AT LAST. 

"Well, Westcott, what news?" inquired Haggerty. 

Westcott laid his hat upon the desk-top and an- 
swered, laconically: 

"We got him, sir." 

At this Haggerty's face beamed with joy. ^ 

"Great!" he exclaimed. "Where did you nab him^" 

"On the pier, isir." 

"Thought he'd get aboard, eh, and give us the 
slip?" 

"Yes, Sir; we caught Tanner just as he was going up 
the gang-plank." 

At the mention of her iover's name, 'Little Tykie 
pricked up hfer ears and was all attention. 

"Did he put up a fight?" inquired Haggerty. 

"We didn't give him a chance," replied Westcott. 
"Wilson and I clapped the handcuffs on him before 
he knew it." 

"Go on." • 

"Of course, he put up a stiff argument, claiming he 
twas a Mr. C. F. Clark of Chicago." 

"Clark, eh?" 

"That's the name he engaged passage under with 
his supposed sister." 

"How about the woman, Lady Valmont?" 

"She never showed up." 

"What?" 

"I said that she did not put in an appearance," re* 
plied Westcott. 

"And what did you do about that?" 
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''We left Smith on watch at the dock, and Wilson 
«nd I brought the man, Tanner, along with us. A 
lucky thing we knew the name he engaged passage un- 
d'^r or we might have missed him." 

''Where is he now?" 

'* Wilson is bringing him upstairs, sir. I ran on 
ahead to report to you." 

At that moment Wilson entered with the prisoner 
securely handcuffed to his wrist. 

"Ah, here is Wilson now, sir!" ejaculated W^estcott. 

Haggerty looked at the prisoner critically and his 
lip curled with a mocking sneer. 

"Well, Wilson and West<iott," he said, jeeringly, "I 
suppose you are both proud of your night's work." 

"We are, sir,'- replied his assistants, complacently. 

"Well, you ought to be," wept on their chief, red- 
dening with anger, "because you are a couple of 
blockheads." 

"Blockheads, sir?" 

"Yes; this man is no more Henry Tanner than I 
am." 

Wilson and Westcott hung their heads in confu- 
sion. 

"YouVe made a mistake and a d d bad one at 

that!" exclaimed Haggerty. 

Here the prisoner interposed. 

"I tried to tell them that, sir," he explained; "but 
they would not listen to me." 

"Oh, you couldn't tell those idiots anything," 1^- 
turned Haggerty. Then he shouted angrily to his as- 
sistants: "Take the handcuffs off that gentleman and 
be quick about it." 

While they were removing the fastenings from his . 
wrists, the prisoner expostulated: * 

"This has put -me to a great deal of inconvenience,'^ 
he said. "1 explained to these men that I am Mr. 
Olark, of Chicago; but they were positive I was some- 
one else." 

"I am very sorry, Mr. Clark," said Haggerty. "I aa- 
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sure joxx it has been an embarrassing mistake all 
around." 

"But it may lose me. my steamer, sir," returned the 
gentleman. 

"Hardly, I hope," said Haggerty. "The Oceanic 
does not leave for half an hour. Wilson, get an elec- 
tric cab and see that Mr. Clark reaches the pier in 
"^ time. Be quick." 

Wilson was gone but a short time, and, when he 
returned announcing that the vehicle was waiting be- 
low, the gentleman shook hands with Haggerty and 
bade him good-by, saying: 

"I thank you for your courtesy, sir, and now I must 
be off." 

He startefd toward the door, when suddenly Little 
^ykie sprang before him with leveled revolver. 

"You'll not leave this room while I'm here," she 
<5ried. 

On seeing her the gentleman staggered back, over- 
<jome with confusion and dismay. 

"What does this mean?" shouted Haggerty. 
"It means," replied the girl, "that this man is no 
more Mr. Clark, of Chicago, than I am." 
"Then who is he?" inquired the detective. 
"The man what murdered Lord Valmont. Do_you 
.want to know his real name?" 
"What is it?" 

"Tracy, the ironmaster of New Jersey." 
"It is a lie! A black, dastardly lie!" exclaimed the 
gentleman. 

"Of course it's a lie," said Haggerty. "I know this 
girl well. She is a clever little rogue, and this is one 
of her tricks to gain time for her lover to escape. 
/Westcott, take that revolver from her. Be quick!" 

Westcott sprang forward and snatched the weapon 
from the girl's hand. 

"Now, Mr. Clark," continued Haggerty, "you may 
^o. You've just time to catch your steamer." 
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But Little Tykie blocked the door resolutely witli 
lier body. 

"Wait," she said "I ain't got no pistol to foroe 
this argument. All I've got is just myself; but I tell 
you all that, if this man ain't Tracy, the murderer of 
Lord Valmont, I'm not a woman." f 

"Stand aside from the door!" roared Haggerty. j 

"Just give me a chance, won't you?'''^leaded the 
girl. 

"Well, what is it?" 

"You know that there )s half a million dollars' worth 
of British Government bonds missing. It is said that 
Lord Valmont made away with them before he was 
murdered. Well, this guy is anxious to get away to 
England. Give me a fighting chance and search him 
before you let him go." 

"I protest," cried the gentleman. 

"Give me a run for my money," urged the girl, pas- 
sionately. "Be a real sport for once and give me fair 
play. Search him, and, if he hasn't got those bonds^ 
why you can jug me for the rest of my natural life,'* 

"Search him, Westcott!" commanded Haggerty, 

"This is an outrage," protested the gentleman. 

"Oh, is it?" sneered the girl. "Well, the less you 
say, Mr. Clark, of Chicago, the better it will be for 
you in the end." 

"Search him!" repeated Haggerty, ]prompted by the 
peculiar insti;nct with which all born detectives are 
gifted. 

Accordingly Westcott began a hurried search of 
the gentleman's person and luggage. 

He went through all his pockets and found noth* 
ing. 

Then he began an examination of his grip. And how 
the girl took a hand in the search, and, finding a waist- 
coat in the receptacle that was particularly bulging^ 
and heavy, she appropriated it without being obsecved^ 
and, placing it on a chair, sat down upon it sa ad to 
hide it from view. 
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"There are no bonds here, chief," said Westcott. 

"No, and what's more, they never were there,'^ re* 
turned Haggerty, grimly. 

The gentleman smiled triumphantly. 

"Are you satisfied, gentlemen?" he inquired, 
blandly. 

"Yes," replied Haggerty. "I will not detain you 
any longer, Mr. Clark." 

"I think the best thing you can do is to place this 
young girl in an insane asyluni," said the gentleman, 
as he started toward the door. 

"Yes; you see yoti were mistaken, miss," added 
M^estcott. 

Little Tykie laughed merrily, 

"Say, Tracy," she said, taking the waistcoat from 
under her and holding it up to view, "don't you think 
jou ought to take your vest with you?" 

"Give it to me!" he exclaimed, snatching at it. 

She jumped behind a table and, thrusting her hand 
into the lining of the waistcoat,, drew forth a bundle 
of British Government bonds, which she handed to 
Haggerty, with the words; 

"There are your bonds, Mr. Haggerty." 

The detective glanced at the bonds and then at the 
{gentleman who had by this time reached the hall. 

"Grab him, boys!" he shouted. 

"Don't \et him escape!" cried the girl, 

Realizing that he was unmasked, Tracy drew a re- 
Tolver and turned to defend himself. 

But Haggerty was too quick for him. 
* Whipping out his own weapon he fired two shots. 

The first struck the barrel of Tracy's revolver and 
;glanoed off. 

The second buried itself in his brain. 

With a terrible cry the ironmaster threw up both 
liands, staggered a few steps forward and fell dead 
at the detective's feet. 

"Boys," said Haggerty to his assistant*, "if that 
isn*t guilt confessed, I'd like to know what is." 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

THE END OF TROUBI^E. 

After their rescue by Little Tykie from the trip* 
hammer. Tanner and Lady Valmont lay for some time 
unconscious with the girl working over them with all 
her energies to bring them back to life. 

When she had succeeded in this, they rested for 
some time to regain their strength, and then started 
forth on their quest for an exit through which they^ 
could escape unchallenged. 

It was while they were groping about the foundry 
yard with this idea in view tl^at Little Tykie lost theni 
in the darkness. 

After continuing their explorations for quite a 
while, they came at last to a ladder that some work- 
men had left lying on the ground close to the yard 
wall. Tanner raised it to the wall and mounted to the 
coping. Then he whispered to his sister to mount 
after him. 

"I dare not," she answered, in frightened tones. 

"Don't be afraid," he urged, "I am here to receive- 
you when you reach the top." 

This encouraged her and she made the ascent. 

But, as she stepped from the ladder to the coping,, 
she slipped and, in the effort to recover herself, she 
pushed the ladder with her foot and it fell with a loud 
clattering sound to the ground below. 

This left them perched upon the top of the wall,, 
fifteen feet above the ground. 

What Yfeve they to do? 

Jf they remained where they were until daylight^ 
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they would fall again into the hands of the ironmas- 
ter 

On the other hand, a drop of fifteen feet might be 
all very well for a man; but it would be out of the 
question for a woman. 

In this dilemma they determined to grope their way 
along the wall in the hope of finding some way of de- 
scent from it. But this was a more diflBcult under- 
taking than they imagined. The coping was but a foot 
and a half wide and very slippery, and walking upon 
it required a clear head and steady feet. 

They discovered this when they made the attempt. 

Lady Valmont proceeded but a short way when she 
sank down and refused to go further, sobbing: 

"It's no use. I cannot. My head reels." 

"You must not give up,'^ said her brother. "Come^ 
try again, and lean on me.'^ 

"If I do that,'^ she answered, "we will both come to 
disaster; for I will carry you to the ground with me.'^ 

In vain he urged her to renew the attempt ;^ so they 
sat down side by side upon the wall and waited. 

Morning was breaking when they heard the rum- 
bling of wheels coming from the direction of Newark. 

Nearerand nearer came the sounds, until they could 
descry, through the mist that lay like a veil over the 
meadows, a huge covered van dra;wn by four horses 
approaching along the plank road that passed close 
to the foundry wall. - 

The driver was nodding upon his high seat, appar- 
ently asleep. 

A few moments more brought the van so near that 
Tanner could read the big letters painted on its can- , 
vap cover. They apprised him that it belonged to a 
furniture storage house in New York and, as it was 
headed in the direction of the ferry^ it was evidently 
returning to that city with a load of furniture. 

In an instant he decided what to do. 
; Standing upon the wall he called out to the driyer: 
I '*Stop! For God's sake, stop!^* 
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The driver awoke with a start and reined in his 
horses. 

"What do you want?'' he asked. 

"Would you like to earn ten dollara.?" called out 
Tanner. 

"You bet I would." 

"Then drive your van up close to the wall and help 
ns down." 

The driver hesitated. 

^How did you get up there?" he inquired. 

-^We were locked in the foundry yard last night/' 
explained Tanner, "and climbed up here in hope of 
getting out." 

"Climbed up on what?" 

"A ladder." ■ . , 

"Then why didn't you use the ladder to climb down 
again?" 

"Because it fell to the ground and left us in this 
fix." 

"How do I know you're not crooks?" 

"What do you mean?" 

"Perhaps you robbed the foundry." 

Tanner laughed. ) 

"Robbed of what?" he asked. "Steel girdcm and 
guns?'' 

"No; but of money you took from the safe," replied 
the driver. 

"If we were clever enough to do that, do you sup- 
pose we-d be in such a fix as this?" asked Tanner. 

"You're right," returned the driver. "Wait a mo- 
ment and I'll help yon down." 

Accordingly he drove the van close to the wall and 
drew rein directly underneath them. 

Then he stood upon the seat and reached up botti 
arms. , ^ 

"Hand the lady down to me/' he said, "and the» 
drop down yourself." 

Tanner obeyed, and ia a few momenta they ^^vt^ 
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seated beside the driver, making their way toward the 
ferry. 

When they arrived in New York, Tanner handed hi» . 
sister into an electric cab and gave orders to be con- 
veyed to his apartments in the house of Mrs. G'Hann. 
^ , The landlady met them at the door. 

"Oh, Mr. Tanner/' she cried, "the perleece have 
been here after you. This is no safe place for you. 
Go away.'' 

"It is as safe as any place,'^ he answered. "Besides, 
I have^ brought my sister home with me. She is sadly 
in need of rest*" 

"Poor dear!" exclaimed Mrs. O'Hann. "Take her 
into the parlor, while I make her a cup of tay." 
. "Make us both some tea," said Tanner. "I am tired 
also." ^ 

Then he conducted his sister into the parlor and 
sank down exhausted in an armchair. 

When Mrs: O'Hann returned with the tea, she in- 
quired: 

'^ Where is Little Tykie?" 

"Why, hasn't she returned here?" inquired Tanner. 

"No, she left the house last night to look for you 
- and your sister. Didn't she find you?" 

"Yes, she not only found us, but Saved our lives. 
Afterwards we lost her in the darkness and I pre- 
sumed that she would come back here. That is the 
reason I and my sister returned." 

"Well, she's not here," said Mrs. O'Hann. "Where 
, can. the little dear be?" 

"Here," cried a voice from the doorway^ 

And Little Tykie came rushing into the room. 

"I^'s all right!" she exclaimed joyously. "Oh, it's 
all r%ht!" . 

Tanner, looked at her in amazement. 

"What's all right?" he asked. 

"Fm aU right— you're all right— your sister's all 
Yigfat-'-^verytMng is all right!" 
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And the excited girl began to caper around the room 
in ecstasy. 

"Have you lost your reason?" cried Tanner. 

"No; but I^m happy, oh, so happy!" answered the 
girl. 

"Why, child?" inquired Lady Valmont. 

"Because the murderer of Lord Valmont has been 
found and Tracy, the ironmaster, is dead. Your inno- 
cence has been proved, Henry." 

Then she related to them all that had occurred in 
the apartments of Haggerty, the detective, and ended 
by informing them that Haggerty was now satisfied 
that the Valmont mystery had been solved, and would 
consequently cease the pursuit of Tanner. 

This welcome intelligence brought such joy to the 
hearts of Tanner and his sister that they proposed go- 
ing to Lady Valmont's country seat, "Forest Home,'^ 
and enjoy a week of festivities. 

"And what after that?" asked Little Tykie. 

"Why, we'll end the week with our wedding,'* re- 
plied Tanner. 

That week of festivity at "Forest Home" was the 
most memorable in Little Tykie's life. 

She gave herself up to the joy of living, and, as she 
came to the experience with fresh mind and heart, she 
extracted all the happiness that was possible from 
every incident. 

Drives, walks, picnics in the open air and other in- 
nocent amusements made the time pass rapidly, and 
all too soon the week came to an end. But it was only 
the prelude to a fuller and happier life for the youngs 
girl^~the life that begins for every true and loving^ 
woman with her marriage. 

It was the morning of her wedding day. 

The ceremony was to take place at noon in the vil- 
lage church, and Lady Valmont was dressing the bride 
with her own hands in her own private boudoir. 

Suddenly Little Tykie broke out with the exelama- 
Mon: 
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T "I wonder if I'm dreaming!" 
■ "Why do you say that, child?" 
*' "Because it's too good to be true," replied the girL 

"What is too good?" 

"Everything. Here am I, a little street girl, being^ 
dressed for my wedding by a real lady. And my hus- 
band is fo be a real gentleman. Gee, it can't be truel 
Such things only happen in fairy stories." 

"Supposing that yours is a fairy story that has come 
true." 

"What do you mean?" asked the girl. 

"Well, supposing that your name is not Little Tykie^ 

but Cinderella. And supposing that a certain gentle- 

^man whose name is not Henry Tanner, but Prince 

Charming, fell in love with you and was going to make 

you his wife?!' 

At this Little Tykie clapped her hands in delight. 

"And supposing," continued the lady, "that, al- 
though this Prince Charming was a very fine and no- 
ble gentleman, he was very poor " 

"Oh, please don't spoil the story!" 

"Wait until I have finished. And supposing that 
the Cinderella of my story had a fairy godmother 
who loved her very dearly?" 

"Yes— yes?" 

"And supposing that this fairy godmother lived in 
a beautiful palace by the sea and that the name of 
her palace was ^Forest Home'? And, realizing that 
Prince Charming was poor, and loving her godchild 
dearly and not wishing to live alone any longer, the 
godmother should say to Cinderella " 

"What? What?" 

"Cinderella, when you are married to Prince Charm- 
ing, I want you and your husband to live with me in 
^Forest Home.' I want you to consider it your home, 
and to live with me all your lives. Would you think 
she was a good fairy godmother?" 

"I would think she wag an angel!" cried the girl. 
"Bot, ah, you don't, you can't mean it." 
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"I mean every word of }t," returned Lady Valmont 

"Oh, you are so good!" exclaimed Little Tykie, »mil- 
ing through her tears. "What will Henry say to thia 
proposal?" 

"He has ali-eady consented to it," replied Lady Val- 
mont. "I need some responsible man to take charge 
of my affairs and he has agreed to "become my finan- 
cial manager at a good salary. It is far better for 
him than newspaper work which would keep him away 
from you most of the time. So it is settled that you 
are to live here as soon as you return from your wed- 
ding journey." 

Just then a maid entered announcing that the car- 
riage was below waiting to convey the bildal party 
to the church. 

It was with a light heart that Liftle Tykie took her 
place on the soft cushions and with a lighter heart 
that she left the carriage at the church porch and 
proceeded up the aisle to the chancel where Henry 
Tanner was awaiting her with a venerable clergyman. 

At last the solemn words were spoken that made 
her the wife of the man she loved, and she f elf that 
« new life indeed had opened for hei>--a lif^ of love 
and sacrifice and devotion. 

Why attempt to describe the happiness of this wed- 
ding journey? 

Wishing to show the little street girl something of 
the world before they settled down to the quiet joys 
of domestic life, Tanner made a tour of the country 
witli her, visiting all the principal cities and natural 
wonders that could have an interest for her alert mind. 

That she profited by her observations was evinced 
by what she said to Lady Valmont on her return. 

"My dear, the world is a very beautiful place to live 
IB if you see it through eyes of love," ' 

THE BND. 
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NOVELS POUNDED ON POPULAR PLAYS 
t^vr T i^A^ ^U MOVING PICTURES 

The following list of books are written from the popu* 
lar plays of the same name whidi are now bein^ presented 
in various parts of the country^ and a great many are 
being shown on the screen in moving picture houses^ 
Tkey are all well printed in large readable type, on good 
Quality of paper. Each book is covered with a handsome 
^ver in colors showing a scene from the play. 

PRICE, 30 GENTS EACH. 



4 A Desperate Chance. 

7 The Fatal Wedding. 
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24 The Two Orphans. 

25 Uncle Tom's Cabin. ' 
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65 Young Buffalo. 
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71 The House of Mystery. 
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Shot. 

114 Convict 999. 

118 Billy the Kid. 
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King. 
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165 The Unmarried Mother. 
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The following list contains the best 
that is written on dreams, recita^ 
tions and the art of doing things. All 
of them are well printed, and bound 
in handsome colored covers, most of 
them being illustrated throughout 

Twelve Hundred New Riddles. 
Model Letter Writer. 
Gipsy Dream Book and Fortune Teller. 
Amateur's Guide to Magic and Mystery. 
How to Entertain a Social Party. 
How to Woo and How to Win. 



The Old Witches' Dream Book 
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Poems and Recitations. 
Fortune Telling by Cards, 

Dice, Crystal, Etc. 
Carter's Magic and Magicians. 
Taylor's Popular Recitations. 
Love, Courtship and Marriage. 
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Children's Recitations. 
; Recitations For Little People. 
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The Confessions of a Young 
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' f HE EVERYDAY EDUCATOR 

OR 

HOW TO DO BUSINESS 

By Prof. Seymour Eaton 

: The best Help-Manual ever issued in this country, and pfov-i 
' Ing' to everyone that has it A Stepping Stone to Success. 
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• fienger List— Mechanic's Arithmetic — Mechanical Drawing — 
Opinions of Successful Men — Penmanship — Physical Culture 

• -^Practical Lessons in Drawing — Proof Reading — Reporting 

• —Rules of Order for Business Meetings — Science Lessons — • 
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No Book ever printed gives as much valuable information 
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I else. \ 

THE EVERY-DAY EDUCATOR contains 256 pages, is 
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trations. 
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